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in Man's Cloaths. 


r whom an early Fault 
Has to the awful Seat of Fuſtice brought, 
With down-caſ# Eyes, and trembling Feet appears, 
While the dread Preſence of his Fudge he fears, 
Yet pleads his Youth, and unexperienc'd Years: 
Our guilty Author, whoſe Miſgruings read 

His haft ning Doom, has nothing elſe to plead; 

He owns his Fault, yet hopes you will excuſe 

The feeble Efforts of a Virgin Muſe : 

She's rude, tis true, unpractis d in her Art, 

But modeſt, and with Bluſhes woes the Heart, 

She can n0 Charms, but Modeſty, impart. 

But if, becauſe unknown, ſhe muſt deſpair ; 

Tet one poor Virgin for another ſpare, 

And with your Smiles crown my officious Pray v. 

So your Petitioner may grateful prove; 

Kindneſs return for Kindneſs, Love for Love. 

But let th ill natur d Critick have a Care; 

If he but frown—— to fight he muſt prepare, 

And two Nights hence reſolve to meet me here. 
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CT STENTS 
SCENE Hypermneſtra's Anti- chamber. 
Euter Hypermneſtra with Dagger. [Thunder. 


 HYPERMNESTRA. 
E righteous Pow'rs, what diſmal Fears pur_ 
ſue us, 5 | 
When once we deviate from the Paths of 
Virtue? 

How oft have I, at later Hours than this, 
Walkt here, by Innocence alone ſecur'd? 
Yet now, methiniks, each Step 1 take, forhe Fiend 
With hideous Jaws ſtands ready to devour me. [Thwnder. 
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$ HyoyeERMNESTRA: Or, 


Fach Time the Voice of Heav'n diſplays its Terror, 
I quake, as if the Pangs of Death had ſeiz'd me. 
Few Hours ago I might have died with Honour, 
And been poſſeſt cer this of Life eternal; 
But Peace and I are now for ever parted, 
—_ Horror grows each Moment more familiar, 
| {Groans heard within 
Hark) bark! by Heay'n the bold Aſſaſſination 
Is now begun. Each unreleating Siſter, 
Arm'd with a cruel Reſolution, plunges 
A fatal Dagger in her Husband's Boſom. 
Ha! where art thou? Wilt thou, the firſt in Years, 
Be laſt in Action? wretched Hypermneſtra ! 
How hard's thy Fate, that, whatſoe er thou doſt, 
Involves thee in a ſad Neceſſity 
Of cloſing with inevitable Ruin? 
Some piteous God inſtruct me what to do! 
Shall I, forgetting Hymen's ſacred Bands, 
Which to my Lyncexs have ſo lately join'd me, 
With ſarage Hands invade his precious Life, 
And pierce his faithful Heart? Forbid it, Love, 
Audacious Wretch! ſhall a fond Paſſion then =[Thinde, 
Cancel thy Duty to a tender Father, i 
And make thee violate thy ſacred Oath, 
And urge the Fury of avenging Heay'n ? 
Oh! Tynceus! Lynceus! could my Death preſerve thee, 
I'd fail a willing Sacrifice this moment, 
That thou might ſt be aſſur d how well I love thee: 
But now Obedience to a Father's Will, | 
And awful Rey'rence to th' immortal Gods, 
Force me at laſt to give th' unwilling Blow, 


[Going] [ Thunder, 
| And 
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Loy Trans 


4nd killing thee, to taſte a double Death. 
Leſt too much Pity fruſtrate my Intentions. 
Already thrice Le rais'd the fatal Ponyard, == 
Yet evn in Sleep his lovely Smiles diſarm d me, 
And thrice my unexperienc'd Hand has fail'd. : 

hin . | [ More Groans, 

Again! There Idmon fell, that wondrous Warrior. 

0 my Authelea! O my deareſt Siſter! 

Can thy ſoft Heart ſo ſoon forget Compaſſion ? 

Art thou before me too? I'll tay no longer. 

No; no; I'll bathe my Steel as deep in Blood ly 

As any of ye all, my glorious Siſters. [ Going. ] [ Thunder + 5 

See! See! methinks my bleeding Hero lies 

Gaſping for Breath, and calling Hypermneſtra. 

Ah! a pale Damp o erſpreads his lovely Face; 

Help! help! he's dead: my Lynceus is no more. 

Who? who art thou that with unhallow'd Hands 

Haſt dar'd to violate that ſacred Life? 

Ah! what, a Woman too? yes, doating Wretch, 

is thou thy ſelf that art the barb'rous Murd'reſs, 

'Tis Hypermneſtra killsher noble Husband. | 

Support me, Heav'n; I cannot bear the Thought: 

It ſhall not be: Die Siſters, Father, all, 

Burn Argos, periſh Nature 

ces er Tynceus fall by Hypernmeſtra's Hand. 
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SCENE II. 


7 Enter Lynceus 0 her. She conceals the Dagger. 
* nt my Soul's Comfort! welcom to my Arms, 

[ Embracing her. 

I'm TOY to find thee ſafe from Danger. 

But *twas unkindly done to leave me thus 

Alone, unguarded by thy Innocence, | 

To all the Terrors of a dreadful Night. 

Oh! Hypernmeſtra, I have known thoſe Horrors, I 

Whoſe Image wou'd affright thy tender Soul. Y 

For (wouldſt thou think it?) in my troubled Dreams Y 

Methought thy lovely Form drew near my Bed, N 

Arm'd with thoſe Glories that firſt pier“ d my Breaſt. B 


When lo! as I endeavour'd to embrace thee, | T 
A colder Weapon had transfix'd my Heart. | 0 
J ſtarted, and awak d; then threw my Arms | 

Around the Bed, expecting there to find thee, | At 
And by a {ſweeter Death unfold the Viſion: 3 

But oh! no tender Wife, no Hypermneſtra By 
Was there to ſecond my tranſported Wiſhes. L. 


Nothing but Horrors entertain d my Soul. f 
Aloud the Gods in Indignat ion ſpoke, 

As if they meant to rend the ſinful World. 

Then hideous Groans, and doleful Lamentations 
Succeſſively my wond'ring Ears invaded. 

I thought I likewiſe heard a Voice like thine, 

Help, help, it cry'd: Sure 'twas not all a Dream, 

Ha! thou look ſt pale! and Horror overwhelms thee, 
Speak, I conjure thee ſpeak, what is the Cauſe ? 


Hyper, 


Love's TraARs 1 


Hyperm. Oh! my dear Lord! endeavour not to know 
Such will diſturb your Peace for ever. 
Fly inſtantly, and fave your precious Life, 
For here you are not fife one moment longer. 
Lyn, Ha! ſay'ſt thou? pr ythee don't torment me thus!” 
Speak more at large; and eaſe my lab'ring Soul. 
Hyperm. Oh! fly, and live. 
Lyn. Nay, then thou doſt not love me. 
How have I forc'd thee to ſuſpect my Honeſty, 
And keep thy Secrets from my faithful Boſom? 
Hyperm. Not love thee! witneſs, ye all-ſceing Pow re, 
If any, but your ſelves, I prize before him, 
Yes, yes, my Lord, if that would caſe your Sorrow, 
You ſoon ſhould know the cauſe of my Concern ; 
Nay, view the place that lodges all my Secrets, 
But ſhould I ſhew thee all, I fear, my Lynceus, 
Thy Life would end before the fatal Story. 
Once more, I tell thee, thou may ſt fall this inſtant; 
Lyn. Why, Hypernmeſtra, I've been long a Soldier, 
And dare meet Death in. the moſt dreadful Form. 
[She weeps -_ 
By Heav'n, ſhe weeps! nay, then by all that's facred, 
I. will not move, till thou haſt told me all. 
Hyperm. Oh! Lyncews ! 
Lyn. Speak: by Hymen's facred Bands, 
By our paſt Loves, and ev'ry ſoft Endearment, . 
By that dear Hand, which but this Night thou gay'ſt me, 
Speak, I entreat thee ——, 
[4s he lays hold on her Hand he ſees the Dagger. 
Ha! what's here? a Dagger? 
Good Heay'n preſerve her!-ſure thou could'ſt not leave me. 
[Strikes-it out of her Hand. 


Ankern. 
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iz HN ERNNMNESτH AA: Or, 
Ayperm. Oh! ok vin | | 
- Out with it. 
i . I will. But you muſt promiſe 
You will not kill me. - 
— 2 
Hyperm. I m ſure I have deſery'd it, if you do: 
Nay, I could meet it too; for that muſt caſe me. 
But ſay you will not utterly deteſt me, 
(For that were worſe ten thouſand times than dying.) 
Nor raſe me wholly out of your Affections, 
But ſtill retain ſome Kindneſs for your Wife, 
And leave her room for a ſincere Repentance ; 
And 1! be fatisfied, and tell you all: _ 
For oh! my Lord, I dare not ask your Loye. 
Lyn. What means my Life? 
Hyperm. But you Muſt ſwear you will not. 
Lyn. Unkind! but I will ſwear. Kucell. ] Ye awful Pow'rs, 
Who view the dark Receſſes of the Soul, t 
And, long before, diſcern its Purpoſes, 7 
If cer I prove leſs kind to Hypermneſtra. F 
Nay, if my Love encreaſe not ev'iry moment, 
And riſe ſtill higher, till it know no Bounds, 
Pour all your Plagues on my devoted Head, 
Diſeaſes, Infamy, and meagre Want 
Attend me to the gloomy Gates of Death : 
And, after that, eternal Horror ſeize me, 


And reſtleſs Furies ſtill torment my Soul. [Riſes 
Hyperm. Hear me too, Heaven: (nag, And, if thou 
canſt, forgive 


My paſt Tranſgreſſion. But it e'er again 
My Thoughts prove Traytors to my deareſt Lord, 
May all thoſe Plagues he call d upon his Head, 


* 


Lor rund TFA 
Deſcend with double Violence on mine. Re” 
Nay, 2 is Avr 
Now I wil teil tie, but be fue remember == 
Thy ſacred Vow. Thou wilt? 

Lyn. I will, by Heav n. 
Hyjerm. Seeſt thou that Dagger? 
Lys. Yes: but cannot gueſs 
To wha die ſeo tender Hands could pu | 
. I meant to kill thee with it. 
| Pry'thee Peace. 


Why Joſt thou trifle thus? didſt thou not Gy 
That thou would'ſt tell me all? 


Hyperm. I do. 
Lyn, No more. 
e ee ee 
Why doſt thou doubt it? ſure thou couldſt not think 
That I'd believe thee? No: I know thy Goodneſs, 
And tender Nature better, than to dream 
That thou couldſt cer be guilty of ſuch Baſeneſs. 4 
| Hyperm, My Fears were juſt: I thought thou would 
abhor me. 
Lyn. Why doſt thou talk thus? 
Hyperm. By all that's ill, T've ſaid 
Nothing but Truth. 1 thought to murther thee 
Lyn. Indeed I never gave you cauſe, * 
Hyperm. Oh no! 'is that which adds to my Aﬀition, 


ut think not that my Purpoſes preceeded 


rom any cruel Principle within me: 
t Rey'rence to a Father and the Gods. 


Lyn, A Father and the Gods! what doſt thou mean? _ 


*# HrewnwunEzs aa: Or, 
Eyperm. Laſt Night by Danaus his drcad Commmd - | 
Who threaten'd gre C43 #4 N: a 
His wretched Daughters took a fatal Oath, : 
To kill their Husbands Cer the Moraing's Dawn. 
Unheard-of Villany ! If this be true, * 
Theſe, theſe were then the Groans that fll'd may Ears; 
The dying Out- cries of my murther d Brothers, 
"Twas well my Royal Father was not here, 
Oh! how 'twould have oppreſt his aged Heart 
To ſee his Children barbarouſly butcher d 
Perfidious King! was this the folemn. League? 
This the concluded Peace? I cannot bear it. 
A noble Fire runs thro my gen'rous Veins, _ 
Which nothing but the Tyrant's Blood can quench, 


His W too Wbere? where? f 
i ps of , Or! 
Hyperm. Hold, Lyncems, ſtay. | As 1 
7m. ON let me gos thou'Fury.. 2 S 
Hyperm. I've deſerv d this. kr Tho 
Hal 'tis my Wife! my tender Hypermneſtra: [ 


Why ſhould ſhe ſaſfer for her Siſters — 
Canſt thou forgive my Raſhneſs? 
Hyperm. I expected 
To ſee thee thus tranſported. But alas! 
What canſt thou do? I know thy Courage well 
That nothing can exceed it, but thy Love. 
Oh! hear thy Wife: Surrounded by his Guards 
The King's ſe cure. Why wilt thou fall a Sacrifice 
To his Deſires? Was it for this I fay'd thee? 
Provok d the Gods, and diſobey d a Father? 
Is not enough that all thy Brothers fell, 


Unleſs thou too expoſe thy precious Life, 


LO YZ Trans ' © 
And loſe all hopes of proſperous Revenge? | 
Ohl think on that. 
Lyn. I do, my lovely Oracle 
By Heav'n this Hour Pl to my Army fly. #5 ths 
And fetch Revenge. Yes, my unhappy Brothers, 
To Morrow's Sun fhall teſtifie my Love. Going. 
Hyperm. Farewel. May all the Gods protect my Husband 
Lyn. Ha! ſhall I leave my tender loving Wife, 
To all the Rage of a revengeful Father 
Ungrateful Lyncaus! was t for this ſhe ſav d thee, 
Proyok'd the Gods, and diſobey d a Father? 
What's mine, and all my Brothers Lives to that? 
— What ſhall I ſay? For Heaven's fake ſtay no 
longer . 
Ne let my Father load with galling Fetters,. 
For taking Pity on a wretched Husband. 
Jor let him to Numidia baniſh me, 
As long as thou art ſafe, I muſt be 
n. [Pauſing.] It muſt be ſo. No, Hypernmeſira, no 
Thou muſt not think to uer me in Love. 
Too well thou haſt ſhewn thy Tenderneſs already, 
Wn hazarding thy precious Life for me. 
Shall I then, who ſo long have {lighted Death, 
Ind courted Danger in the duſty Field, 
Pay to purchaſe tranſitory Glory, $ | 
: Decline it now in ſuch a noble Cauſe, 0 


here Love and Honour lead-the glorious Way? 
i 4 Chou old Companion of my better Fortune, 


[ Laying hold of his Sword. 
Pe once more faithful to thy dying Mafter, 
J 100 give my Love that Life thou tak ſt from me. 
| | [Offers ro fab himſelf 
Herm. 


W H r rA s N A! Or, 


Hyperm. And L my Lord, am now prepar d to follow] 
[ Holding ap the Dagger, 

For without thee Life would be worſe than Death. 

| Lyn. Hold, I conjure thee, hold, and 1 will live. 
| x Staying her Hand 
Who knows what happy Fate may yet attend us? 
Leave now, my Loyal Bride, thy Father's Palace, 
And fly with me for Succour to the Army. 

Hyperm. Alas! my Lord, ſhould I attend you thither, | 
Suſpicious Eyes wou'd ſoon betray us both. | 
Lyn. Then thou ſhalt follow me. 

Hyperm. My Lord, I will. 

Tyn. At Junos Temple I'll expect thy coming. 
Till then fare wel, thou beſt of Wives, [Exit Lyncenz 
Hyper m. Farewel. \ 


SSS 
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Hypermneſtra. | 
Hyperm, At s Temple I'll expect th coming, 
rw an ll _— fare! 2 fired Place | 
Was Yeſterday moſt ſhamefully prophan'd 

By the unhallow'd Marriage of our Family, ' 

But [ have kept my Matrimonial Vow. 

And O! I hope once more to meet him there 
Farewel, familiar Walls, I ſhall no more 

Know happy Days and peaceful Nights within ye. 
Adieu, fell Siſters, and Blood - thirſty Danaus, 


—AX I Ny 
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For after that I would not call thee Father, [Enter Danaus } 


He's here, by Heay'n:: unfortunate Delay! 
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SCENE IV. 


Danaus, Prieſt, Hypermneſtra. t. 
Dan. Hoy? fares our Royal Daughter? What? in Tears? 


Prieſt. Sir, can you blame her to lament the Loſs 
Of a young Husband on the Wedding Night? 
Had you been forc'd, my Liege, to leave Moneſa, 
Your beſt lov'd Wife, ſo ſoon, you'd ſure have wept. 
Dan. Tis true, I lov'd my dear Moneſa more 
Than eyer t Husband loy'd a Wife. 
| But yet had Belus his important Safety 
Depended on the Iſſue of the Blow, 
I think, by Heay'n, I think I cou'd ha' lain her, 
And born the mighty Malady unmoy'd. 
But — ae more tender; Is he ſafe? [To Hyperm. 
| m ſure he was, my Lord, not long ago. 
Dan. 2 to chy Father's Arms, my faithful Daughter. 
[Embracing her. 


Hyperm. ] hope he is ſo ſtill. 

Dan. Art thou not ſure on't? 

Hyperm, Heav'n, only knows. 

Dan. What means my Hypermneſtra :? 

Hyperm. Tynceus is fled. 

Dan. ¶ Starting.] Ha! Fled? Thou lyeſt: he is not. 

Hyperm. Indeed, my Lord, he is. 

Dan. Then, perjur'd Wretch, _— N 

Take the Reward of thy bold Diſobedience: 

hy Blood ſhall pay r his, by Heay'n it ſhall. 

In injur d Father, and the Gods require it. : 
rl. 


18 HyeERMNESTRA; Or, 
Prieſt. Hold, ſacred Sir, at my Entreaty ſpare her. 
Dan. Wilt thou preſume to make Atonement for her? 


Thou, who with damn'd miſtaken Policy 
Haſt led me into this unlucky Villany; | 


And now expos d thy Maſter to Perdition ? . 

Prieſt. Vou might ha' ſpar'd thoſe words; I did my beſt, 
Nor is there D of your ſacred Life. 
I only now entreat you to ſuſpend 
You rrighteous Fury, till ſhe has repeated . 
Of thoſe black Crimes her Raſhneſs has committed. 


Dan. Well: She ſhall live to ask the Gods Forgivenefs; 
But while that Tynceus lives, I am not ſafe, 


Give Orders inſtantly to apprehend him: 
And bid my Guards attend. 4 0 
Prieſt. I will, my Lord. [Exit Pri : 80 

[ Guards wait withw, | Bu 
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SCENE V. 
Danaus and Hyper mneſtra. 
Dan. Ungrateful! Doſt thou thus reward my Love? 
Which of thy Siſters have I been ſo fond of? 
And yet, they all, thro' Senſe of their Obedience 
And Oath, have well diſcharg'd their Truſt, but thou, 
But thou, whom I of all the leaſt ſuſpected. | 
Hyperm, Oh! hear me, Sir. 
Dan. I will not hear thee ſpeak. 
Oh! Hypermneſtra! call to mind the Troubles 
I've hitherto ſuſtain'd, and thou wilt own 
I need not ſuffer more, When firſt in Egypr, 
While yet we liv'd within my Brother's Court, 


Lo VR in'Trarxs. 5 
He would have join d our Families in Marriage: © n 
I by the Oracle forewarn'd,” refus d NE 

The fatal Union. For thus ſpake Apollo, 
Beware a Son-in-Law, and thou art happy. 
Yet ſtill he urg'd it: We forſook the Court, 
„ And underwent the long Fatigue of Travel. 
At laſt we here arriv d; and not long after 
Was Sthenelus depos d, and I elected, 
As one deſcended nobly, King of Argos. 
gut Ol the rigid Hatred of my Brother, 
Remembring ſtill that I refus'd his Offer, 
He ſent his Sons with a vaſt Army hither; | 
And charg'd them either to eſpouſe my Daughters, 
or bring my Head: I, mindful of the Oracle, 
= Shun'd the Alliance, and engag'd in War. 
hut they prevail'd: I then conſented to 
the dreadful Nuptials. Yer I till expected 
A Father's Counſel, and a reverend Oath, 
light have prevail'd with my obedient Children 

To fave a Father — But, it ſeems, thy Lu [ Angrily., 
Oer- ruld thy Duty to the Gods, and me. | 
Was that a Daughter? But thou ſhalt not go unpuniſh'd: 
T7 0-morrow thou ſhalt die. Be ſure ſhe ſcape not. 

% [To the Guards.) | Exit Danaus, 
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SCENE VI. 


Hypermneſtra. | 
= Hyperm. What ſtrain of Language could expreſs my Woe, 
Pere all the Gods as cruel as my Father? * 


20 HyPpERMNESTRA: Ox, 


But Heay'n is gracious, and forbears to puniſh 
Relenting Sinners, who implore its Mercy, 
Methinks a ſecret: Whiſper from within 
Excuſes my Compaſſion to my Husband. 

Yet tis a ſtrange Surprize to feeble Nature 

To fall in blooming Youth, while circling Blood 
Dances harmonious Meaſures in our Veins : 4 
Eer the dull Winter of our Age approaches, 

Or fatal Symptoms of impending Death. 

O! *tis far eaſier in the Days of Health, 

With ſupercilious Gravity to ſlight 

The Fears of Death, than to encounter it. 

Yet this and more I cou'd ſuſtain with Patience, 
- Knew I what Fortune wou'd attend my Lynceas, 
Thoſe are the Fears that moſt oppreſs my Soul. 
O] if ill Chance ſhou'd guide their barb'rous F 


To that dear Place, where my poor Lord expects me, 


How cou'd I ſuffer that? I dare not think on't, 
Pl try if I can read away my Cares. 
 ?Twould be ſome Comfort to me, could I meet 
A Story ſomething parallel to mine. 
Perhaps I may at laſt find out a Woman 
That lov'd as well, and ſuffer d for her Love 
As much as I do now. For ſurely ſhe 
Who after Wedlock owns a growing Flame, 
Deſerves a place in the Records of Fame. 


= 
. 


ww , 


n > SPARES Sr A Ev 
SCENE II. 
Enter Lynceus diſgnis d. 


That with rude Feet haſt dar'd to interfere 
Betvvixt an helpleſs, miſerable Woman, 
And her dear Griefs? Muſt they be baniſht too? 


Love in TxARs” 2 


ACTH. SCENE J. 
Enter Hypermneſtra. 


HTPERMNES TRA. 


| | fronts I only learn by reading 


That my. Calamity i is unparallel d; 


f And, maugre vain Amuſements, will be heard. 


Little Afflictions may, like gentle Streams, 


Be ſoon diverted, or endure a Dam: 

Mine, like a mighty Torrent, ſcorn Reſtraint; 
And with impetuous Rage bear down each Obſtacle, 
That idly bars their arbitrary Courſe: 

And thus o'erflow with unexhauſted Tears, ese 
ch! Lynceus! oh! my Husband. 


Hyperm, What art thou, 


22 HYPERMNESTRA: Or, 
Lyn. LAſide.] Oh! my Heart weeps Blood £ 
To ſee her thus Let Pl purſue my purpoſe. 
[To her.) Pardon, dread Princeſs, the N Intruſion 
Of your mean Vaſſal. 
Hyperm. No ſet Speeches, Sir. 
Sorrow, like mine, can ill attend round Periods, 
Fine Flourifhes, quaint Turns, and pompous Words, 
Lyn. I'm ſorry, Madam, that my ill-tim'd haſte 
Has interrupted you: I came from Lynceus. 
But ſince (Going, | 
Hyperm. How? what, from Tynceus didſt thou fay? | 
Hoy does the deareſt?! ———O! I crave thy mercy 
For interrupting thy moſt welcome 
How does he? ſpeak: Where is he? didſt thou he him? 
Anſwer me: does he ſpeak of Hypermneſtra? 
Does he remember his unhappy Wife? 
Her Thoughts run all on him: When wilt thou tell me? 
For now, methinks, all Night I could attend. 
Lyn. If one ſo oyerwhelm'd with dire Afflictions 
As Lynceus, can be well, why he is ſo. 
Nor doubt his Love; if broken Sighs, and Tears, 
And tender Words, are Tokens of his Fondneſs. 4 
Then doſt thou think he loves like Hypermnoſra? 
Lyn. Yes, from my Soul, I do, # 
Hyperm. O] {ay not ſo. + 
Extol his Paſſion any other way, 
And I will thank thee for the dear Relation. 
Only forbear to ſay he loves like me. 8 
Lyn. Twas Love of you that made him ſend me hither: 
Fain he would know the cauſe of your Delay 
For while he doubts it; e erer 
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. *Twasnot . of inane, 
Wh... theſe Chains. | 
2 Alle.] Oh! Write Father! = 
To- morrowy, by a cruel piece of Kindnef, 
| the King will cafb me of a wretched Life, 

Lyn. But if the Gods are juſt, he Il be prevented. [ Aſide. 
[To her.] Elſe, if your Love be, as it ſeems, ſincere, 
Grief would do that: For Lynceus ſcarce left ſpeaking, 
When an arm'd Rabble ſeiz'd the wondring Hero, 

Vrready to attempt a brave Defence, 

And led him captive to your Father's Palace. 

= Hyperm. Unhallow'd Dogs! ſwift Vengeance overtake 

T be hotteſt Plagues of Hell be their Reward. Lem, 

Jo ye, Infernal Pow'rs, I bend my Pray r, 

For Heaven is deaf. Ye Gods! is this your Juſtice? 

Is this? to puniſh injur d Innocence, 

And let Blood-thirſty Murderers go free? 2 

= Why, why, thou Villain, didſt not thou defend him? 
Thou couldſt not die in a more glorious Cauſe. 

Why not oppoſe thy wretched worthleſs Carcaſs 
Tut him and Ruin? O ye Mid-night Villains! 

2 You durſt not in the Face of Day ha done this. 

i The Terror of his Arm, and glitt ring Sword, 
would be diſpers d an Army of ſuch Slaves. 

Hence, Coward! who inſtead of fighting bravely, 

And gaining thee a Name in deathleſs Story, 

Cou aſt frame thy Tale in ſuch a barb'rous manner, 

As tirſt to tell me of his Health and Love, 

And raiſe me to pitch of ſacred Joy; 

And then to wound me with his diſmal Fate, 

8 And link me in the deepeſt Gulph of Miſery. 

Lin. { Aſide.] 1 with indecd, I had not gone fo far, 


Hyperms, 
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eee 
After ſuch Uſage from a cruel Father? 1 
Hark! do 1 dream? or didſt thou hear a Voice? _ A 
They ſhall not murder him. Curſe on theſe Fetters! | 5 
Shall I not fave my Love, nor die with him? A 
Lyn. I can no longer bear, [Aſide.] Oh! Feng n 

| H 


— 


Forgive my Love — * 
Stand off, bold, fey Slave. 


Hyberm. 
What Noiſe is that? I fear the King approaches, | 
Thou well deſerv'ſt to die, but yet retire: | 
Thither : ne a wretched Life. ons | 
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SCENE III. 


Danaus, Prieſt, Hypermneſtra. 
Dan. Ithank thee, Heav'n, that thou haſt proy 
Than this rebellious Girl. Yes, Hypermneſtra, 
The Gods more tender are of their Vicegerents, 
Than to permit their Thrones to be oer-turn'd 


ee _ 

Dom. Tl tell thee, SIG i mea 

Hyperm. A Father! thus inhumanly to treat 

A wretched Child, and think it not enough k 

To rob her of her Joys — ph. . 
Dan. By Heav'n, I'm pleas'd that ne 4 


That could ſo little prize a Father's Safety. cr 
barge ſome God would yet to Life reſtore him, : 0 

I again might wreak my Vengeance on him, H 
jou "ring erinmplant the glad News to thee. 8 


WW 


Hyper 


That cou'd efface ſo ſweet a Compoſition, 
And quite deſtroy the Maſter-piece of Nature, 
But drain'd the horrid Dugs of Bears and Tygers, 
And greedily imbib'd their barb'rous Nature. 
4, How could ye ſee, unmov'd, ſuch bleeding Beauty? 
r. How ſtand the double Language of his Eyes? 
That lovely Majeſty that always reign'd there? 
If to difarm you their ſoft Glances fail'd, 
I thought their Terror had not loſt its Virtue, 
But you're well yers'd in your inhuman Trade, 


No, nor ſo ill, as to let Cowards ſcare me. 
= Hyperm., A Coward! Villain! but thou need'ſt not fear 
Thus when the Terror of the Foreſt dies, Chim: 
Lea trembling Hares inſult his Royal Carcaſs. 
$4 Coward! 
= Prieft. Yes, a moſt abominable Coward : 
He met his Fate as feebly as an Infant. 
He beg'd, he wept, he cry'd, he tore his Hair, 
Deny'd himſelf, and ſwore he was not Lyncexs. 
Vos this your Hero? 
= #yperm. Thou lieſt, ſtale Hypocrite, | 
[Twas well thy Order, and thy Fears reſtrain'd thee 
rom bold Engagemeat in the Field of Battel. 
Hor then thou would'ſt ha known my Lynceus better. 
ss muſt expect to anſwer all this one Day. 
de ban. Firſt thou ſhalt anſiver for thy horrid Crimes 
f Perjury and Diſobedience. 
erm. What's Death to me? my better half is gone; 


3 [is better once to die, than ev'ry moment: 
J [is Hell to live; for nothing but Deſpair, 
4 5 Anouiſh 


> Love # Trans - 2F. 
Hyperm. Oh! ſure they never ſuck'd a Woman's Breaſt, 


Prieft. What Terror, Madam? I've not liv'd fo long, 


% 
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Anguiſh and Horror rack my tortur d Soul: 
The peaceful Grave will hide me from all theſe. 
Be once a Father, and recal your Sentence, 
And give your Daughter eaſe before to-morrow. 
Dan, No: thou ſhalt know, as well as thy poor Father, 
What 'tis to want, what thou deny'dſt me, Eaſe. 
To-morrow Il deliver thee from this, | 


Only to plunge thee in a deeper Hell. 7 
[To che Prieſt.] Thou good old Man, what equal Recon. 
Can my Endeavours ſuit to thy Deſerts? (pence BY 


[While they are talking, Hypermneſtra walks about in a 
very diſturbed Motion, not minding them. 

To thee rw owe my Eaſe, my Crown, my Lite: 
Thou, when my diſmal Apprehenſions 
Diſtracted me, and my ill-boding Fears 
Had almoſt ſpar d a Son-in-Law's Endeayours, '2 
When my Throne ſhook, and my ſick Fortune languiſt“ 
Thou, like a kind Phyſician, by thy Counſel, 4 
Haſt eas'd my Fears, 'reviv'd my deſp' rate Fortune, 
And re-eſtabliſh'd my once tott'ring Throne, | 

Prieſt, Virtue, dread Sovereign, is her own Reward, 
Allegiance to my Prince requir'd no leſs. 

Dan. Thoſe Principles will quickly ſtarve thee, Prieſt 
But thou'ſt more Wit than to be govern'd by em. 
What if ill Fortune ſhould ha chang'd the 232 
And T had fall'n to- night inſtead of L 
Depriv'd of all, where wouldſt thou ſeek for Comfort? 
Would Virtue then have been her own Reward ? 

An airy Notion would ha' prov'd thin Diet 2 
For that huge Corps; thoſe ragged, thread-bare Maxim; 
Would ſcarce conceal thy brawny Nakedneſs. [7 
Survey my Court, obſerve who Lord it there, 
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Who hold the greateſt Penſions, and poſſeſs 
places of Honour, Confidence, and Truſt, 
And tell me, if thou thinkſt they have arriv d 
To this high pitch of Honour, Wealth, and Grandeur, 
„y cloſe Adherence to the Rules of Virtue, 

or firm Ailegiance to their Sovereign Lord. 

No, no; they all religiouſly obſervihi ; f 


W The Nods, and Motions of my Predeceſſor, . 
* And ſwore they would be always faithful to him; | 
Vet when a {ad reverſe of Fate remoy d him, 


FT hey villanouſly left his Royal Perſon, 
And clung to me, I thank em, tho a Stranger: 
And are, no doubt, when Opportunity 
hall ſhew it ſelf, as ready to forſake me. 
tell thee, Prieſt, there's no ſuch thing as Virtue: 
For whether Int'reſt, or the Care of Health, 
Pr Reputation keeps us in our Bounds, 
e vainly think that all proceeds from Virtue. 
| Thus Hypermneſtr as having ſav'd a Husband 7 
inks ſhe did well, and calls her Luſt her Virtue, 
Nell may we judge that Virtue's a Pretence, 
ad nothing elſe, ſince Bawds and Prieſts talk moſt on't, 
et, (yrs are honeſter, and never name it. 
ers have no more on't, I'll reward thee better: 
Pive thee ſubſtantial Tokens of my Kindneſs, 
riet. Im much indebted to your Majeſty : 
ready you've fo bleſt me with your Fayour, 
Ind crown'd my happy Days with envy'd Plenty, 
WF our Vaſſal can't, in Conſcience, ask for more. 
Dan. What? haſt thou not a Friend, that wants Prefer- 
= Prieft. No, Sir. | [ment? 
Dan. Nor Enemy to perſecute? 
£ | B 2 
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ort! 


Speak 
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Speak if thou haſt: for on my Soul he dies, 
If thou require it, whoſoe er he be. 
Me thou haſt eas d of all my dreadful Foes, 
And tis but juſt I recompence thy Service. 
Name him. 
Prieſt. The General. | 
Dan. By Heav'n I hate him. 
*Tis true, that Darling of the People's Love 
Firſt rais'd me to the Royal Seat of Argos. 
Yet I can't love him, for he eyes my Faults, 
And ſometimes publickly reproves me for em. 
Prieſt. I know he hates you. | 
Dan. By th' immortal Gods 
"Twas my chief Fear, leſt Lynceus ſhould have gain'd hin 
To his Aſſiſtance, for he loves him ſtrangely. 
Prieſt. Thoſe Fears are o'er. 
Dan. Thanks to thy Love, they are. 
Let's hence remove, and privately conſult, z 
How ſafely to accompliſh thy Revenge. [Exeun, 
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SCENE IV. 


Lunceus, Hyper mneſtr a. ; 2 

Lyn. Ist ſo? but I may firſt accompliſh mine. LA 

Sweet! lovely Innocence! her Grief's too big 1 
To be expreſs d: Tis time to undeceive her. 


Oh! ſacred Madam W Th, 
 Hyperm. Hold, Proſerpina, ſtand off, Dirac Are 
Thou ſhalt not have him, he's my Husband. he 
I will not loſe him here; help, help, ye Lovers: Are 
And 


Come, all ye Furies, part em, part em quickly. 1 


(1 
1 % 
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Nay then 1 muſt appeal to Zacus. 
Lyn. Oh!-hear we 
Hyperm. Haſt thou left her thus diſguis d? 
She will not know thee now. The wanton Goddeſs! 
Indeed *twas kindly done. 
Lyn. Oh! give me leave—— 
Hyperm. [Coming to her ſelf.) Oh! Oh! where am I? 
who's this, that ſo cruelly has wak d 
Me, from my doubtful Dreams to real Sorrow? 
Oh! my fad Heart! has he for ever left me? 
Muſt I no more enjoy his lovely Preſence? 
No more ſurround my Love with chaſte Embraces? 
Nor lay my Hand upon his gentle Boſom? 
= Muſt I no more fit by my deareſt Lord, 
And loſe my ſelf in gazing on his Beauty? 
Nor greedily devour each melting Word, 
Which dropt like Honey from his balmy Lips? 
No more behold, the Glory of his Eyes, 
Nor thoſe ſweet Roſes which adorn'd his Checks? 
No more be playing with his wanton Locks, 
Nor graſp his tender Hand, cloſe, cloſe in mine? 
No more be raviſh'd with his charming Kiſles, 
And be all Ecſtaſie in thoſe dear Arms? 
No: That harmonious Tongue lies ſilent now, 
And, like an unſtrung Lute, forgets its Muſick. 
7 Thoſe Eyes, that look'd as lovely as the Morn, 
At laſt are clos d in everlaſting Night. 
© Thoſe Hands, whoſe Touch might e en have rais'd the Dead, 
Are now themſelves as cold as thoſe of Death. 
Tboſe blooming Roſes, which ſq lately flouriſh'd, 
Are in one fatal Night for ever blaſted: 
And I ſhall ne er enjoy thoſe Bleſſings more. 
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Thou wouldſt not ſurely feign thy ſelf a Coward? 


_ You may, you may 
Ves, in another World. 
ry. fly, dull Minutes, and thou, bright . 
Forſake thy Husband's Arms a little ſooner, 
That I may quickly be diſpatch'd to mine, 
Where warbling Birds, ſoft Streams, and flowry Meads, 
And ſhady Groves ſhall entertain our Loves. 
There, if our Raptures will permit ſuch Thoughts, 
I and my Lykceus will with Joy reflect, 
On thoſe ſad Troubles we ſuſtain'd on Earth. 
There no Diſeaſe, or Pain, no Grief, or Anguiſh, 
No anxious Fears, or Jeafouſies will plague us; 
But Health, and Gladneſs and eternal Love, 
And Joys unknown, attend our endleſs Days, 
My cruel Father will not there deprive me 
Of my Heart's Comfort. There no crafty Prieſt 
Will plot againſt us. Bloody Murtherers 
Shall be confin'd in Adamantine Chains, 
Far, far from the bleſt Fields of faithful Lovers. 
Lyn. I tell you, Hyceus lives. 
Hyperm. Let me enjoy 
A little Peace. 
Lyn. He is not dead, by Heav'n, 
Hyperm. Pr'ythee away, and do not mock my Miſcry. 
Lyn. By all that's good, I don't. 
Hyperm, What means the Slave? 
Didft thou not tell me he was ſeiz d before thee? 


Did not my Father and the Prieſt confirm it? 
Did they too feign their execrable Triumph? 
No! their rejoicing, and my Hero's Safety, 
Are ſeparated more than Hell and Heay'n, 


le 
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He is, he is no more: why, why am 1? 
Why am not I at Peace as well as he? 
Why could we neither live, nor die together? 
Oh! that my Eyes, like everlaſting Fountains, ' 
Could with un-intermitted Tears run o'er, 
To ſhew my unexhauſted Source of Woe. 
If to my Days ten thouſand Years were added, 
Ten thouſand Years I'd ſpend in Sighs, and Mourning, _ 
And never, never know a Moment's Eaſe; 
And yet my Loſs would ſtill ſurmount my Griet. 
Lyn. What Loſs? not TLynceus, but another dy'd: 
He ſuffer'd only in his Habit, Madam. 
Hyperm. Something within perſuades me to believe thee: 
The Prieſt too ſaid, he ſuffer d like a Coward : 


If he poke Truth, my Lyncexs is alive. 
Yet O ! I dare not think it. 
In. Truſt your Eyes. [ Diſcovering himſelf 


Why ſtarts my Love, and trembling flies her Husband, 


As if I were not Lynceus, but his Ghoſt? | 
Speak to me. 5 . 
H yperm, If all this is but a Dream, 
A meer Illuſion of my troubled Fancy, 
Lock up my Senſes faſter, gentle Sleep, 
That I may never wake. 
Lyn. This is no Dream, 
Nor I a Viſion, but thy living Husband. ¶ Embracing ber 
Thou art not us'd to anſwer me thus coldly. [She turn: away, 
Hyperm. Thus when kind Heav'n takes a deſpairing 
Into the Arms of everlaſting Mercy ; [ Weerch 
At firſt, amaz d, he caſts his wondring Eyes 
Around the place, and views the bleſt Inhabitants 
With ſacred, but with unbelieving Joy. 
B 4 
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At length, impatient for the mighty Pleaſure, 
Seizes his Bliſs, and melts away in Raptures. 
So I——Theſe Charms confeſs he is my Husband. [ Embrace: 
But why, my Love? l have athouſand things [him. 
To fay- what means this Habit? 
Ly: Thou ſhalt know. 
At Zuuo's Temple, when TI long had waited 
Your coming, and had waited long in vain, 
Perplext with Doubts, I was reſolv'd to know 
The Cauſe of your unfortunate Delay. 
I chang'd my Habit with a faithful Slave 
Of my Retinue; that with greater Safety 
I might approach your Father's fatal Palace: 
And Fortune now has juſtify'd my Policy. 
Wilt thou forgive my cauſeleſs Jealouſie? 
Hyperm. Oh! I have giv'n thee too juſt occaſion 
To doubt my Love Or, if I had not, yet | 
Thy Preſervation would attone for all. 
Pardon, ſweet Heav 'n, if, by my Rage tranſported, 
I raſhly cenſur' d thy unerring Providence. ) 
And thou, whom next to Heav'n my Soul adores, 
+ Paſs by, with kind Interpretation, thoſe 
Ill-manner'd words, which my blind Paſſion dealt thee, 
Lyn. Why ſhould I call thy Tenderneſs a Fault? 
No, witneſs this, and this that I forgive thee. 


4 [ Embraces her 
Fyperm. And thus, thus, II revenge thy Jealouſie, 
[ Embracing him again. 


Lyn. Look down, ye Gods, and envy my Enjoyments 
As little, if you can, as I do yours. 
But perfect Pleaſure, like exreſſive Grief, 
Muſt quickly vaniſh: Were the Joys of Heay'n 
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As great as mine, they could not laſt for ever, 
Here could I dwell for whole Eternities! | 
But, oh hard Circumſtance! our Bliſs muſt end, 
That it may longer laſt; and I muſt leave thee, 
To find thee mine; and if the Gods prdtect 
A righteous Cauſe, thou quickly ſhalt be ſo. 
* much, [ Embracing. ] and then farewel. [ Exit Lynceus! 
1 . The Hand of Heay'n 
> * thy Cauſe, and ſecond thy Deſign. 
A ſudden Drowineſs invades my Senſes: 
= A little Sleep would mitigate my Cares. 
Come, gentle God, and with thy filken Cords 
© Tie up my Senſes; but let Fancy rove, 
And bring that pleaſing Image to my View, 
Which faintly may more ſolid Joys renew, (Exit, 
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ACT m. SCENE 1. 


 ANTHELE A. 


AV vain Fears, and thou, pale, ghaſtly Form, 
That always troubleſt my Imagination; 
Down, down to Hell, thy —— Habitation, 


And fill the Number of departed Souls. 
Why muſt Anthelea forfeit her Repoſe, 
Since She can juſtifie the fatal Action? 

Why can't pleas'd Heaven and a ſmiling Fat her 
O'ercome the Frowns and Blood of murder'd Id mon? 
Shall they create leſs Joy, than he Deſpair ? 

I know not why I fear, and yet I fear: 

I'll ſee what Comfort Hypermneſtra brings. 
She always was a very loving Siſter, 

Yet I ne er wiſh'd ſo much as now to ſee her. 
Where is ſhe? Hypermmeſtrs | Siſter! Siſter ! 
She comes- — 
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SCENE II. 


Anthelea, Hypermneſtra. 


Hyperm. And is Anthelea come? is ſhe, : 
Whom I of all my Siſters held moſt dear, 


LoVEN TraARs. 
come to inſult her moſt unhappy Siſter? | 
Unkind! couldſt thou not let me reſt a little? 
Heav'n knows I want it. 

Auth. You wiſtake my Errand. 

By our paſt Frien1ſhip, twas not to diſturb 

Your Peace, but, if I could, to find my own 3 

For I have loſt it: Yes, my Hypermneſtra, 

| I ſhou'd be happy, cou'd I ſleep like you. 

* Hyperm. Indeed I pity thee, and, if I could, 
would caſe thee too; but thine is ſuch a Crime, 
That nothing can reſtore thy baniſh'd Reſt. 
= Anh, Yet Hypermneſtra has recover'd hers: 
hut cares not Anthelea ſhould be happy. 
Indeed I ſhould not have neglected her. | 
= AHyperm. Oh! had Anthelea done like Hypermmeſtra, 
she might ha' ſhar'd her Fate. 
Auth. I tell thee, Siſter, 
I truck with Courage great as thine, but 1dmen. 
Perhaps deſerv'd a better Fate than 
= Hyperm. Had Id mon been beloy'd as well as Lyneens, 
heir Fate had been the ſame, and ours the ſame, 
W Oh! Siſter! Siſter! thou haſt done a Deed 
That all Poſterity muſt bluſh to hear: 
= While Hypermneſtra gains eternal Fame, 
For faving an unhappy Husband's Life. 
Anh. Rather eternal Infamy and Scorn, 
For hazarding thy Royal Father's Safety, 
ad forteiting thy folemn Vow. Away! 
Ja vain 1 look for Conſolation here, 
From one whoſe Villany ſurpaſſes mine. 
EF zrewel: My Soul diſdains thy Conference, 
5 W ou any thing | 


| 


365 HyyPERMNESTRA: Or, 
Hyperm. And nothing but my Love 
Should force me to converſe with a vile Murthreſs. 


Anth. Refrain thy Love; for now, by Heav'n, I hate thes 
As Hell, from whence thy fatal Counſels iſſued. _ \ 
Both Gods and Men muſt hate thee: thou ſhalt live \ 
Contemn'd of all, and periſh unlamented. - ! 
Hyperm. And yet perhaps when all my Siſters' Names 
Are quite forgot, or mention'd with Reproach, y 
Some tender-hearted Wife, or pious Matron | 0 
Who lov'd her Husband better than Anthelea, p 
When She ſhall hear the Tale of my ——_—_C 8 
* All that I did, and ſuffer'd for my Love, * A 
With kind Compaſſion moy'd, may lend one Tear uv. 
To my poor Memory. But what's my Fame, 8 Tr 
What's all the World to my dear Lord's Affection? | Bu 
I ſeek no Love, and fear no Hate but his. ow! 
Anth* Tis well: what! are the Gods grown weaker then? Al: 
Or leſs concern'd to vindicate their Honour ? = To 
Sleeps the ſwift Lightning? or the dreadful Thunder? Ho 
Or have the Torments of the damn d no Pow'r = ; 
To dart Diſtraction at thy trembling Soul ? = 
How waſt thou not afraid to truſt thy ſelf = Wit 
To ſcaring Dreams, and frightful — 0 Cor 
Alas! methinks if I were Hypernmeſtra, = Or 1 
I could not ſleep. . es 
Ayterm. Nor I, were I Anthelea. of 
Fear haunts the Gui ty: Innocence is bold. Tho 
O! if my Heart had been as hard as thine! y o 
But 
On \ 


Had I (which tis a Sin but to imagine) * 
With barb rous Hands deſtroy d a Husband's Life, 2 
What Doubts? what Fears? what Agonies> what Death? 


IS 


What Hells would riſe in my diſtracted Breaſt? = 
Add N 4 
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And if I thought in Sleep to drown my Sorrows, 
What ſudden Starts? what Sighs and diſmal Groans - 
ee Would trouble my deſpairing, reſtleſs Slumbers? 
What frightful Troops of dire, tormenting Furies, 
Would my diſtracted Fancy range before me? 
Rais'd gem that Hell which burnt within my Breaſt. 
; Anth. In vain thou would'ſt excuſe thoſe horrid Crimes, 
Which from thy wretched" Ignorance proceeded, *' 
| Or doſt thou with an impudent Preſumption 
Dre to defend thy vile Abominations, f 
& While their Remembrance ſtings thy guilty Conſcience, 
And plagues thee with thoſe Fears thou haſt deſcrib'd? 
vice ſeldom wants a Colour, and ſometimes 
W& Transforms it {elf into the Shape of Virtue, 
hut tell me, Hypermneſtra, what Pretence, 
W What Artifice can ſoften thy Damnation? 
Alas! all Circumſtances muſt conſpire 
Lo aggravate thy Crimes, and raiſe thy Grief: 
How couldſt thou diſobey ſo good a Father? 
5 perm. When Parents will enjoin unlawful Actions, 
Their Children are abſolv d from their Obedience. 
= Witneſs, ſweet Heay'n, iFany of my Siſters 
Could love a Father more than Hypermneſtra; 
Or would have {uffer'd more to do him good! 
es, Authelea, if the Sacrifice | 
Of our vile Lives could have appeas d his Fears, 
Thou ſhouldſt have ſeen with what undaunted Courage 
; Thy Siſter would have ſhewn her Love to Dauaus. 
F But when the Teſt of my Obedience turn'd 
on Murder, on a tender Husband's Murder, 
eat : Wow Pardon, awful Pow'rs, if I prefer'd 
Tour ſacred Will, and diſobey'd a Father. 


* g Anth. How da“ ſt thou ſtretch thoſe treacherous Hands 
to Heay'n, Or 
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Or thither turn thoſe falſe diſſembling Eyes? 

Or with that perjur'd Tongue implore its Pardon? 

How canſt thou hope the Gods will quell their Vengeance, 

And tamely ſee their Majeſty affronted? 

Their rev'rend Names abus'd by faithleſs Tongues? 

Is Perjury become a venial Sin? 

Hyperm. Unlawful Oaths oblige not. 
Aub. Why then, why 
"_ thou admit it? | 
That indeed's the Wound : 

wall T had dy d firſt! vet I do not wiſh i . 

For then my Lynceus might have ſuffer d too, 

But tis far better, by ſincere Repentance, 

To deprecate the Anger of the Gods 

For one raſh Act, than to commit another, 

And by two Crimes provoke a double Vengeance. 
Anth. Was it unlawful then to fave a Father? 
Hyperm. Yes, by an Husband's Death, 

Anth. No other means 

Were left ; reduc'd to cloſe Extremity, 

My Father clos'd with this Expedient. 

It I'm a MurttYreſs, you're a Parricide. 

Hyperm. My Father lives. 
Auth. Yes: but the Oracle 

Bad him beware a Son-in-law ; and you, 

Like a moſt tender and obedient Child, 

Have ſav'd the Man that may deſtroy your Father, 
And made your {elf a Partner in the Crime, Y 
Hyperm. The Oracle pronounc'd not Death, but Danger, 
And if the Words were utter'd by a God, 
In vain I had attempted to diſprove em; 
If not, they are uncertain, and may fail, 
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nth. His Fate's too fare: for, wing'd with Indignation, 
yuceus will ſoon revenge his Brothers Blood. 
Hyperm. Future Eyents are caſual: but had Eynceus 


one to the Grave, he could not have return'd. 
8 4:th. Alas! our Obligations to a Parent 
N o far ſurpaſs the conjugal Relation, 
WThat tis leſs i impious to deſtroy a Husband, 
8 . Thar, that's the fatal Error that has led thee 
7 ao = Labyrinth of Infelicity: 
0! if by Reaſon's Clue I could direct 
ö hy wilder'd Steps, and fix thee in the Truth! 
Nor laſts fo long, as Hymer's ſacred Bands: 
No Vows fo holy, as the Matrimonial. 
o ſooner has the Prieſt with rev rend Form 
WConfirm'd your Nuptials, but your Care and Duty 
WW hat are your Hands, which in the fight of Heav'n 
; ou Join with ſolemn Proteſtations 
Df Care, and Duty, Tenderneſs, and Love, 
| P lively Emblems of united Hearts, 
3 tell thee, Husbands are our other ſelves. 
WV bat then is ſhe, who with thoſe very Hands 
Wnties the Knot, diſſolves the bleſſed Union, 
Perces that Heart, which ought to be as dear 
Anth, By Heay'n ſhe ſhakes my Soul, I cannot bear it. 
[ 4frde, 
CE Hyperm, Ol *tis a Crime ſo black, it wants a Name, 
Wind will force Hell to find new Torments for it. 


£ 1 barely to expoſe a Father's Life. 
No "Obligation binds ſo faſt, Authelea, 
| urn to your Husband, and ſhould centre there. 
, df nffxt Affections, and two Souls in one? 
Ws hers, and murthers her ſuperior half? 


Anth. 


2 * 
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2 What have I done? O! moſt unhappy Woman! 

Thou doſt not anſwer me. 
= What ſhall I ay? 

A ſtrong Conviction ſeizes on my Soul, 

And buſie Fear invades my trembling Heart. 

2 but Death, Deſpair, and deep 1 

before me in moſt dreadful Order. 

Blow off thoſe gloomy Thoughts wid? 

* — 'em with thy Tears: with them fetch off 

The Crimſon Stain that blots thy Soul. 

Aꝛnth. ¶Meeping.] Oh! oh! 
Hyperm. Let thy loud Cries to Heav'n for Mercy 

Encounter thoſe of murder'd Id mon s Blood. 
Enter Idmon's Ghoſt bloody, and walks croſs the Stage, 
Auth. Ah! fave me, fave me! whither ſhall I fly? 
Hyperm. It's gone. 

Anth. Oh no! Tis here! tis here! 'tis here! 
Hyperm. Where? 

nth. Doſt thou ſee him? 

Hyperm, No. 

Auth. 1 do, I do. 

I cannot ſhut him out, he haunts me ſtill: 

Fixt in my Brain his dreadful Image lies. 
Hyperm. This Fate atttends the guilty ! poor Authelea 
Anth. What ſha!l I do? I cannot kide me from him. 

Whoſe Aid ſhall I implore? Mankind will ſhun me: 

And angry Gods revenge the bloody Deed, 

Whoſe Image in a Husband I effac d. [Thunds, , 
Spare me, {weet Heay'n, a little longer ſpare me. | 
I am not fit to die. 
Hyperm. The Voice of Heav'n 
Will ſcare the boldeſt Sinner; while the guiltleſs A 
| | Undaunted i 
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adaunted ſtand, and ſing beneath the Horror. 
[Thunder again. 
Anth. 1 come, I come, I come, ye angry Pow'rs! 
tand off, ye vulgar Ghoſts! room, room for Murder. 
Bal there's my Father, and my Siſters: See! ſee! 
How they look! hark! how they groan! 'tis dreadful! 
Hold, hold thy Whip, thou frightful Thing! O cruel! 
bs; WY Hyperm. Alas! ſhe raves! O! comfort jher kind Heav'n! 
Aub. Now, now they come tofetchme: Father! Siſters! 
| Hcl! help! put out theſe Torches: Oh! they'll find me:. 
eyere here: theſe Snakes will tear me. See! 
T hey twiſt their limy Tails: Hark! how they hiſ _ 
Wecre's Blood! Sure tis my Husband's! Iamon 7 
nds behind and drives em on. 
erm. O! 
Nuſt interrupt her. 
Auth. Now, now, 
Wey ve caught me. Oh! 
Wiyperm. Anthelea ! Siſter ! 
pk up on me. 
mth, Oh? my diſtemper'd Head! 
ſect Peace is fled for ever: yet perhaps 
od of Slumbers with his ſacred Wand, BIS. 


dil the raging Tempeſt of my Brain, 
lea) WA charm its Fury to a gentle Calm, [Exit, 
m. Hherm. And may ſoft Sleep | 

e ore thy wandring Senſes, 
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Succeſsfully diſmiſs d th Ægyprian Army, 


The happy Error: Fortune will be kinder, 
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SCENE III. 


Danaus, Prieſt, Hypermneftra. + * 

Dan. And was it then for this, thou ſtubbora Fool! Tt 
My Mercy lent thee Leiſure to repent? An 
Was's to ingeminate thy horrid Crimes? Wi 
Thou art not moy'd; but fill'd with filent Hopes Cor 
Would'ſt fain behold, with an unnat'ral Joy, _ 1 


Thy Sire's grey Hairs dy'd with his reeking Gore, 
And the loath'd Fountain of thy Life dried up. 
Hyperm. No, Sir; could you, could Hell, or could tt. 
Lay greater Suff rings on me than I feel, . [Pri 
I ſhould with much more Patience bear em al, 
Than ſee you loſe one Drop of ſacred Blood, 
Prieſt. Twas well my timely Care, and pious Frau: 


Elſe now you might ha felt the Fate you fear d. 
Dan. My Debt's ſo great, that I deſpair to pay it. 


Oh! how 'ewill ting the diſappointed Ber, g 
When he ſhall find that his unlucky Arm., Wn 
By Tynceus his Command have quitted Lynceus. E 

That Letter was moſt admirably forg'd, 4288 


I think he'll ſcarce believe another wrote it. 
Prieſt. The Gods forbid that he ſhould live to find 


She'll not deceive us twice: Oh! had I thought 
Of ſuch a Diſappointment, all the Gates 


Should long e er this ha? barr'd his fatal Paſſage. [4 
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Dan. Kind Fate, confirm his words: But know, fond | 
R f eer thy Darling fall within my Reach, „(Gir 
Thou ſhalt be Witneſs to my dreadful Fury, 
Shalt ſee his bloody, mangled Limbs tormented, | 
And hear his Groans, when ſtrugling, trembling, Ging. 
hi Soul in ſtrong Convulſions ſinks to Hell. 
ben ſhalt thou weep, and ſigh, and tear thy Hair, 
ad beat thy Breaſt, while thy pleas d Father ſmiles 
With Indignation o'er his bleeding Entrails. 
Come, faithful Man, let's ſeek ſome cloſe Retirement, 
Unknown to any but our ſelyes and Heav'n; 
Ard there aſſiſt me with thy timely Counſel, 
Row I may quickly finiſh my Revenge, 
Or how defer at leaſt. my Iingring Fate. 
[ Exit Danaus and Prieſt, 


ES | 


SCENE IV. 


| | Hypermneſtra 
Hyperm. Ts Tynceus then bereay'd of amend Aid? 
he Hand of Heav'n protect him; as for me 
ly Doom is ſeald: And yet I would not live 
5 poor Authelea and my Siſters do. 
Scene opens, and diſcovers her aſleep. | 
e ſleeps! — TN what Starts diſturb her Quiet? 
find | [Anthelea fart in Sleep. 
t cannot reſt Unalterable Fate 
i ſo decreed, that Fear ſhould ſtill attend 
| Vice, Who then would forfeit native Innocence, 
el bright Virtue from his peaceful Breaſt, 
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And all thoſe Joys which raviſh'd his Affections? 0 : 
Break down that brazen Wall of ſure Defence, 0 
To let in Fears and macerating Sorrows, M 
And angry Furies to torment his Soul ? B 
Anth, Oh! Oh! n ber Sn N 
Hyperm. Her Dreams afflict her broken Heart! Ar 


How is ſhe alter d now from that Anthelea, 

Whoſe Slumbers were as ſoft as gentle Streams, 

Whoſe Looks were till adorn'd with gentle Smiles, 

Which ſeem d to ſpeak the Sweetneſs of her Dreams? 

Now like a troubled Sea her Fancy works. 

Anth, [Wakes and ſces her Sifter, | 

Oh! Mercy! Mercy! alas! my Hypermneſtra, 

I've been ſo frighted! But my Crimes deſerve it 
Hyperm. A fair Acknowledgment fore-runs Repentance, 
Auth. O Hypernmeſira! would the Gods reſtore 

My 1dmon's Life, I'd die ten thouſand Deaths, 

F'er my fell Hand ſhould do that ruthleſs Deed. 

But Fate unmov'd, and the tenacious Grave | 

With-holds its Prey. What's left for me to do? 

[Kneels.] Bend, bend your lining Ears, ye gracious Pow'ry 

Forgive the griey'd: Let Tears attone for Blood. 

[Riſmg.)] My Heart is ſomething eas'd: a lively Joy 

Tranſports my Soul, and fills it with new Pleaſure, 

O Hypermneſtra! O my ſecond Mother! 

To thee I owe this new, this better Life. 

We undervalue Peace of Mii:d too much, 

Till we have loſt it. Then with fierce Regret 

We grieve at loſt Enjoyments. Happy they 

Who ſtill retain their primitive Integrity! 

In vain we look for Eaſe, when injur'd Virtue 


Leaves our unworthy Breaſt. Nor Wealth, nor Honom, 
. Ne 
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Nor Strength, nor Beauty, nor the Charms of Pleaſure, 
Can ſtill the Voice of a tormenting Conſcience, 

Or gain us Peace, uninteryall'd with Horror, 
My Royal Father feels a chilling Fear 

Break thro his Guards, and ſeize his daunted Soul! 
Nor can his Crown procure one Moment's Eaſe: 
And fancied Furies perſecute my Siſters; 
Trembling they fly, and ſhriek at abſent Ghoſts, 
Farewel, dear Siſter: O! that my Endeayours 
May have the ſame effect upon my Siſters. « b 


SCENE v. 


Hypermneſtra ſola. 

Now cruel Danaus, and th' infernal Prieſt 
= Counſel to betray my Husband's Life. 

Perhaps that GalPry where they often meet, 
May be the Place deſign d for Conſultation. 
A that with piercing Ears I could diſcover 
Their dire Intentions, and preyent their Malice, 
[Il try: and may the Gods the Deed applaud, | 
'Tis juſt that Fraud ſhould be oppos'd by Fraud, [ Exit. 
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A oTw. s c E N E L 
| Hypermneſtr aloe. 


HYPERMNESTRA. 


HE gleomy Shades of Night begin to vaniſh, 
And doubtful Glimm'rings of uncertain Light 

Faintly paint o'er the clouded Face of Nature, 

And to the World unmask its hidden Beauty. 

The watchful Cock' from Barn or hollow Tree 

Extends his Neck, and claps his martial Wings, 

And with fhrill Voice proclaims the new-born Day. 

Back to their baleful Cells pale Ghoſts repair, 

And in Confinement linger out the tedious Hours: 

Yet ſure the Ghoſts of theſe new-murther'd Husbands 

Will Nighr and Day in dreadful Form purſue | 

The Inſtruments of their untimely Fate. 

Now ſpightful Witches leave their Charms unfiniſſi d, 

And buſie Fairies ceaſe to dance their Round, 

And nimbly trip it o'er the checquer'd Plain. 

The whole Creation rears its drowyſie Head, 

And freed from Sleep reſumes new Life and Vigour. 

The merry Lark, impatient to return 


Her grateful Praiſes to th all- chearing Sun, 


Mounts circling, and with ſweet Variety 
Warbles melodious; while the luſty Swain 


Wonders 


Shall 1 
But lie 
et t 
0 ſee 
| mpoſ 

hat « 


nder 


Love in Trans 


Wonders beneath, and with a rural Pipe, | 

Or tuneful Voice renews his Maker's Praiſe. | 

vis wantbn Flocks frisk o'er the verdant Lawn, | 
and with rude Concord bleating tell their Joy. | 
The Heav'ns rejoice, the Earth's adorn'd with Smiles, 
But I, ah me! unhappy I! can bear 

Xo part in Nature's univerſal Joy. 

No gladſom Beam of Soul-enliv'aing Comfort 

Shoots thro my Breaſt, but an eternal Gloom 

Sits brooding there, a long, long Night of Woe. 

The chearful Sun, that glads each drooping Heart, 

And breaks the riſing Clouds that overwhelm it, 
Collects a diſmal Shade round my poor Head, 

nd only ſerves to light me to my Grave. 

| ſhall no mere behold his riſing Glory; 

He, tho all Night he ſeem entranc d to lie 

th Ocean's Boſom, each returning Morn” 

Shines with freſh Luſtre thro? the Firmament, 
Diſpenſing welcome Light to Gods and Men; 


nd in the Grave our fading Glory ſets, 
Shall know no Morning, no return of Day, 

But lie involv'd in everlaſting Darkneſs. 

ct twou'd a little chear my fainting Spirits, 

0 ſee the dear Man once before I die. 

Impoſſible! away, deceitful Hopes! 

hat do I wiſh? to ſee him overwhelm'd 

Vith killing Grief would prove another Death. 

ud T behold the Tranſports of his Rage, 

fen his deep Groans, and view his flowing Tears, 
ſtd for my fake, and view em unconcern d? 

ben ſhou'd I caſt my eager, longing Eyes 


47 


But we, when once the Night of Death hath ſeiz d us, 
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On his dear Beauty for a parting Look, 4 "256 
And tate tht immortal Joys, that ever ſpring 
From thoſe ſweet Lips, never to taſte em more! 
'Ye Gods! what were a thouſand Deaths to this? 
The Loſs of Heav'n exceeds the Pains of Hell. 
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f SCENE II. 


Ægyptus, Hypermneſtra. 
Z&gypr. V1! trouble you no farther; you may leave me. 
[v the Attendant; 
Here they inform'd me I ſhould find the King: 
He is not here; and either they miſtook, | 
Or elſe en to them) he's ſince retir'd: 
Twas here (methought) I heard ſome Child of Woe, 
Eaſing her Griefs by woful Lamentations: 
{Seeing her.] Ha! there ſhe is: how lovely in her Tear) 
What Beams her Beauty darts thro Clouds of Woe! 
So Venus lookt when wet with Silver Drops, 
Above the Floods ſhe rais'd her ſhining Head, 
Gilded the Waves, and charm'd the wond'ring Gods. 
Hail, beauteous Mourner! (I ſhould know that Face) 
Pardon the Rudeneſs of a Stranger's Feet, 
That wander in Purſuit of Danaus. 
Hyperm. And who art thou, that at ſo late a Seaſon 
Would'ſt ſee the King? 
Egypt. A Wretch who having felt | 
Fate's rougheſt Storm, would fain get ſhelter here, 
Hyperm, Whoc'er thou art, I pity thy Misfortunes, 
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le Dee Toe no other Parent. "_ | 

Y. [4fode.] Al is te well elſe whence & 4 
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ett ev'ry Face I met beat 
yd Confuſion int? Why was the Army 

Mimiſd fo ſuddenly? What were thoſe Bodies 

were convey'd to the adjacent Lake? 

7 Danaus! ſuſpect foul Play! 

p her.] I thought the cheerful Voice of Mirth and Joy; 

d frimming Goblets Nee 

2 and foreet Harmony, 

bra eee n 

, weeping Maid, how fare the happy Youths, 

nd their freer Brides? You ſeem to be ſurpriz d. i 

Herm. Yes, Sir, to hear a Stranger ask that Queſtion: 

Ab. A Father's Care was buſie in a Stranger, | 

Are you Zgyprus? 

Zop Men have call d me ſo 

ſe fourfcore Years, 

hem. Then the bright Eye of Hear 

at in its ſpacious Courſe ſurrounds the Globe, 

es not to-day ſo great a Wretch as thou art. 

Egyp. ene 

A have loſt the tender ſt, loving'ſt Wife! 

Hyperm. 1 too have loſt, I fear, the beſt of 

re loſt a Father, loſt all hopes of Life, | 

nd yet I think thy Grief ſurpaſſes mine. 


gb. O the dear Thoughts of Charieſſa's Charms! 
typerm, O tweetremembranceof my wretched Lynceus! - 


Alt, 
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Ap. Ha! Tynceus wretched! is he wretched then? 
: What is this? 2 | 
I dare not truſt your Rage. 
* may prove fatal, and involve your Life 
In the fame Danger with your injur d Sons, 
— Pm calm as Air. 
But when I've told my Story, 
Ars I prove as violent as Wind. 
Zgyp. No: Til attend thee with unwearied Patience, 
As a young Infant liſtens to the Tales 
Of his fond Nurſe. I will not be tranſported, 
Tho thou ſhould'ſt tell me that my Sons have followed 
My Charieſſa to the Land of Darkneſs, 
Hyperm. Then be a Man. Thy Sons have follow d her 
Ager. Am ] not more, to hear ſuch killing News; 
[ Starts, but recover, 


And yet not follow too? 
Hyperm. Yet Lynceus lives; 
Heav'n knows how long. He fled to join his Army, 
And by their Aid revenge his Brothers“ Blood. 
Zgyp. What! were they murther'd? tell me 
Thou el I bear it well. | * 5 
Hyperm. Moſt baſely murther'd. 
At. By whom? 
Hyperm. Their Wives. 
Zgyp. Moſt execrable Nuptials! 
This was a Brother too — 
By his Command 
They {wore to do th abominable Deed. 
2 But Lyncews lives to thank em for't. 
Alas! 
By — — they ve diſmiſt his Army. 


Ah. 
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Agb. But J. inſtructed by my better Genius, 
on brought i it back. 

The Gods have heard my Pray'r: 
* ſuffer, Lynceus may be happy. 

Zgyp. You ſpeak as if your Fate and his were one. 
Hyperm. Were it not fo, I ſhould not wear theſe Chains, 
Nor fall this Day a Sacrifice to Love. 
Had I not lov d more than my Siſters did, 
Egyptus had been altogether childleſs. 

Zgyp. Ten thouſand Bleſſings light upon thy Head, 
Thou beſt of Wives, and Glory of thy Sex! 
Thou ſhalt with Veneration ſtill be mention'd, 

Till Time ſhall be no more: each faithful Bride 

hall many Ages hence inſtruc her Children 

o lifp thy Name, and imitate thy Virtue. 

ie Wives of Argos will erect thy Statue 

n ſolid Braſs, as laſting as thy Fame, 

Vith this Inſcription, This is Hypermneſtra. 
Hyperrs, ] court not Fame, nor poſthumous Applauſe: 

will be enough, ff, when I'm laid in Earth, 

ly dear-loy'd Lord vouchſafe upon my Tomb 

'engrave a Line in Mem'ry of my Love. 

Hp. Can I arraigfht the cruel Hand of Heay'n, 

or hurling all theſe Plagues upon my Head, 

ſhen ſo much Virtue lies afflicted here, 

nd proſp'rous Vice provokes its idle Rage? 

rm Fidelity, if conſſant Love, 

ad God-like Pity have deſerv'd this Uſage, 

ſe! the juſt Effects of my Temerity. 

[by did I ſend th' unhappy Youths to Argos 
by did I urge a wayward Brother's Fury ? 

Ae that was! who, eager to revenge f 
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A ſlight Affront, have ſacrific d my Children. 
Hyperm. Now angry Juno has ſeverely wreak d 
Her watchful Malice on our mournful Houſe: 
Enough we have endur'd the dire Effects 
Of her immortal Jealouſie and Rage, 
Caus d by Fove's Love, and 10's fatal Beauty: 
We had been happier, had ſhe been leſs fair. 
Yet ſhe too felt that 'twas a Fault to pleaſe ; 
And wondring at her ſudden —— 
Flying, purſues her trembling, dreadful ſelf. 
When ſhe complain d, impertect Bellowings ſtunn d 
Her troubled Ears; if hot with eager Flight 
She ſought refreſhing Streams to cool her Thirſt ; 
Starting ſhe ſhunn'd her own approaching Image, 
Nor ſtood the threatning Terrors of her Head. 
Alone, forſaken, fearful, tir'd, ſhe roam'd 
Around the World. Why then, revengeful Goddeſs, 
Didſt thou perſiſt to viſit her Poſterity, 
For Crimes ſo well atton d by her? ob! why, 
Why could not one unhappy Maid's Misfortune 
Be waſh'd away without a Sea of Blood ?. 
Zgyp. © wretched Family! O fatal Marriage! 
Hyperm. How is the glorious Pomp that Yeſternight 
Adorn' i the ſpacious Streets of well-built Argos, 
succeeded by a greater Pomp of Sorrow ? wn 
Thoſe cheerful Shouts that pierc'd the diſtant Sky, 
Are turn'd to horrid Shrieks, and dreadful Groans.” 
Melodious Hymns are chang'd to doleful Sighs. 
Tears flow inſtead of Wine, Joy yields to Grief. 
Zgyp. In an unlucky Hour your hellifh Nuptials 
Were celebrated. Your pale Torches flam'd 
With Fire from Hell, kindled by Furies Breath. 
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Griev'd Hymen Rood aloof, and ſhook his Head, 
And inauſpicious Juno left her City. | 
Glad Fiends play'd round the Altar, the vaſt Temp! e 
war md with damn'd Spirits, and Hell bleſt the Night. 
The Croaks of Ravens, and the Screams of Oils, 
That flew in wild Diſorder o'er your Heads, 
And all th'ill-boding Brood of Night, denounc'd, 
With dreadful Diſcord, Plagues, and Death, and Ruin, 
O Devils! 
Hyperm. Sir, you promis'd you'd be patient. 
Zgyp. Let rav nous Tygers, of their young bereav d. 
Refrain their Fury, and forget their Rage, 
And learn dull Patience. Twere a Sin in me. 
Why did the Breath of Heav'n, that gave me Life, 
Blow up a ſacred Fire within my Breaſt, 
And thro? my Veins diffuſe the growing Flame, 
If I thro” cold Indiff rence ſuffer it 
Ingloriouſly Yexpire, and lie extinguiſh'd? 
In vain the Gods had ſtampt their glorious Image 
On our frail Nature, had they not imparted 
Some of their own, divine, ætherial Fire, 
To warm and quicken our dull ſluggiſh Clay, 
To animate our Souls to God-like Vengeance, 
And make us like themſelves. 
Hyperm. Yet, Sir, the Gods 
Are flow to Anger, and delight in Mercy. | 
Long their kind Hand holds out th' impatient Thunder, 
Before it (trikes the bold Offender's Head. 
Z£Zgyp. If Crimes like theſe go free, look to it, Gods! 
You are not ſafe. Take heed leſt once again 
Some bold aſpiring Sons of Earth ſhould riſe, 
Thinking your Thunder ſpent, and war with Heaw'n. 
Beware leſt Danaus and his Bloody Daughters 3 
C 3 Should 
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| Ur, 
Should think you ſlumber ver your mighty Care, 
And, dreading to ſuſtain your waking Vengeance, . 
Should whet their Daggers, climb up high Olympus, And 
And try if you are mortal, like their Husbands, | 


And 

O monſtrous Impudence! what! to itvoke Reti 
The awful Name of Heav'a to teſtifie G 
Their blick Deſign ! To make the Gods the Patrons 0P 
Of violated Faith, and horrid Murder? * 
O! how could their hard Hearts reſolve to do 11 
The bloody Deed ; or how direct their Hands, Gits 
Their barb'rous Hands, to their fond Husbands Hearts? Beli 


O! with what Face could the inhuman Wretches 
Behold their flowing Gore? How hear the Sighs, 

And dying Groans of their departing Souls? Th 
Methinks their piercing Shrieks, like Daggers, ſhould 
Ha' ſtruck em dead. Where was the Light of Conſcience, 1 4 
The Lamp of Reaſon? Did not they conſpire 


| A 
To flath, like Lightning, in their guilty Faces, 1 
| Blaft their Deſigns, and quell the Pow'r of Darknaſc? An 
What! kill their Hust ands! *rwas enough to make Tc 


Nature recoil, to ſhake the Firmament, 
And ſtrike the reeling Gods with dire Amazement. 
Why redden'd not the angry Face of Heav'n 
| With dreadful Blazings of inceſſant Lightning? 
= Why did not all its loud Artillery 
= Roaring diſcharge, in one tremendous Peal, 
. Its mighty Rage? till by the horrid Shock, 
W: The trembling Earth, with ſtrong Convulſions torn, 
Diſclos d the hideous Realms of griſly Pluto, 
And rowling Flames, diſmal to mortal Eye, 
4s if the guilty Scene of this Barbarity 
Were doubly threatned with a flaming Fate, 
And Heay'n and Hell would join in bright Confuſion, 
| The 
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The Stars ſhould quite have clos d their twinkling Eyes, 
And the pale Moon reſum d her other Forms; 
And, or to Sylvan Shades, or thoſe of Hell - 
Retir'd; for neither Beaſts, nor Fiends would do 
go damn'd a Deed as theſe inhuman Siſters. 
O Patience! I ſhall burſt with ſwelling Rage. 
Hyperm. Could all your Rage alleviate. your Afflictions, 
I would not ſpeak ;. but, Sir, the galling Yoke. 
Sits cloſer ſtill, the more you ſtrive againſt it. 
Relieve me, Sir, thoſe Ills, we can't remove, 
Will grow more eaſie, if they're born with Patience. 
Zgyp. But you. muſt own I have more Cauſe to mourn 
Than all the World beſides. Mercileſs Pow'rs! 
Look down from Heav'n, for, partial as you are, 
dare appeal to you: Behold, and ſee 
A poor old Man, oppreſt with mighty Grief, 
And almoſt finking underneath his Sorrow, 
And tell me for what ſecret Crime, unknown 
To my own Soul, all this is come on me. | | 
Hes down on the Ground 
Oh! my ſick Heart! was ever Grief like mine? 
Hither, ye melancholy Sons of Woe,. 
This way drag on your lingring, faultring Feet. 
You, whom the heavy Storms of adverſe Fortune 
Have ſhrunk into the narrow ſtate of Need. 
You, who have lately follow'd to the Grave 
Fond Parents, hopeful Children, tender Wives. 
You, who by pining: Sickneſs are oppreſs'd, 
Or feel the Smart of foul-mouth'd Infamy. 
To me, to me, ye meagre Troop, repair, 
And. ſtanding round my miſerable Body, 
Obſerve me throughly, weigh my Tribulation, 
C 4 
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Conſider well how very much I ſuffer, 
And then ceaſe, ceaſe your cauſeleſs Lamentations, 
And own your Troubles have been leſs than nothing: 
Or if you ſtill reſolve to yield to Grief, 


Learn, learn of me, to ſigh, and weep, and groan, 


To wring your Hands, and beat your panting Breaſts, 


And by the Roots pluck up your ſtubborn Hairs. 
Hyperm. Forbear, dear Sir, afflict your {elf no more: 

Oh ! ſpare thoſe rev rend Hairs! O quickly riſe, 

And labour to aſſwage your Head-ſtrong Grief? 

Zgyp. Deluded Man,was this the Comfort then [Riſay 

I came to find? were theſe the joyful Nuptials, 

That ſhbu'd have cheer'd my aged, drooping Heart ? 
Ah! muſt the Murder of my Sons appeaſe 

The tort'ring Mem'ry of a buried Wife? 

Was I for this concern'd for my Delay, 

Which nothing but her Fun ral ſhou'd ha' caus'd? 
Heav'n knows! Pm come too ſoon, Unhappy Boys! 
O! had they fall'n before the Walls of Argos, 
Beſmear'd with Duſt and honourable Blood, 

With Sword in Hand, like Men, and bravely 1 

In Honour's Bed, and purchas d endleſs Fame, 
I'd bear it like a Man. But to be ſlaughter d thus, 
Like Beaſt's i th Shambles I'm a very Villain, 
Tf, cruel Heav'n, I not almoſt forgive thee, | 
(Pardon, dear Saint, my barb'rous Tenderneſs) 

For ſnatching Charieſſa from my Boſom. 
Perhaps in kind Regard to fo much Virtue, 
You antedated her approaching Fate, 
And would not ſee her undergo that Trial 

Which breaks her Husband's Heart, She always ways 


4 very tender and indulgent Mother 


_ How 
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How — ſhe bear this grievous Stroke of Fate! 
Her Grief would ſoon ha' done the Work of Heav'n, 

— turn d her trembling Body into Marble, 

And ſhe, another Niobe, would ſtand 

A weeping Monument of pow'rful Woe: 

The frightful Image of the ugly Action 

Freezes my Heart, and, like Meduſa s Head, 

Will make it ſoon as ſtony as my Brother's. 

Why, why did the kind, cruel Gods delude me 

With the frail Bleſſing of a numrous Iſſue? 

And then, when feeble Age requir'd a Prop 

Whereon to lean, and reſt my weary Limbs, 

Convert my Staff into a broken Reed, 


| While faultring I ſtumble into my Grave? 


Urge not, ye Barren, urge not angry Heav'n 


| To daſh your happy Days with Grief and Care. 


Believe me, none but Parents know, whit weight 

Of Woe the Loſs of Children lays on Parents. 
Hyperm. O Royal Sir, your Grief afflicts me more 

Than the {ad Thoughts of my approaching Fate. 
Agyp. Such unexampled Tenderneſs ſhines in thee, 


That I can hardly think thou ſprang'ſt from Danaxs . _ 


Some am'rous God deceiv'd thy Mother's Eyes, 
poſſeſs d her Charms, and form'd thee half divine; 
For thou haſt nothing of my Brother in thee 
My Brother! Yes, I'll rather think him fo, 
Than but ſuſpect the virtuous Saint that bare me. 
But let the Name of Coward be my Lot 
If I forgive him. No, Blood-thirſty Danaus, 
Thou fall'ſt this Hour a pleaſing Sacrifice 
To th' injur'd Manes of my murder'd So1s 
O the ſweet Muſick of - dying Groans! 

T 


How 
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How will his ſtreaming Blood refreſh the Thirſt 


Wilt thou attack a Prince within his Palace ? 2 
Thou kill his Guards, who canſt not wield thy Sword? For 
Then, then thou ſhouldſt ha' ſlain the barb'rous Villain, be © 


ot my Revenge? With what Variety | T 
14 His mangled Limbs will feed my longing Eyes! I 
it Wretched Zgyptus! now ill Fate purſues thee. 5 
11 I've known the Day, when with this honeſt Sword, Con 
wh And active Arm, my Courage has done Wonders. And 
4 Witneſs that Field where brave Zophares fell! 7 
71 Him, having charg'd thro' thickeſt Troops, and ſent Diſa 
bl A thouſand vulgar Souls tb Hell, I cleft x D 
1 Down to the Waſte, and won the glorious Day. Hov 
i; 1 How am ] alter d now from that ZEgyptus ! And 
What? what can this poor trembling Hand do now? A 
1 For Shame, old Man, put up thy uſeleſs Sword: Inſo 

0 
„ And torn in pieces his inhuman Daughters, A 
if When in thy Pow'r he lay at Zgypr's Court, Hic 
And vilely ſpurn'd thy Offer of Alliance. And 


Now all my hopes muſt center in my Lynceus. 
Long it can't be, e er he revenge our Wrongs. 
Rejoice, my Soul, dire Vengeance is at hand. 
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4 SCENE III. On y 
4 Danaus, Prieſt, Egyptus, Hypermneftra. 
1 Dan. Who's this, that with unſeaſonable Noiſe, 


Diſturbs our ſacred Peace, and talks of Vengeance? 
yp. Doſt thou not know me? 


Dan. 


* 
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Dan. Ha! by Heav'n tis he! 
would not ſee that Face. 4.3 
Egyp. What! has thy Guilt! *'Y 
Confounded thee? *T'was I that talk'd of Vengeance: 
| And thus I'll take it, [Draws.] [Danaus draws. 


Prieſt. Guards, ſecure the Traytor : _ 
Difrm him inſtantly. [Ze defends himſelf, they diſarm him. 
Dan. Ill-manner'd Prince, 
How dar ſt thou brave me under my own Roof, 
And violate the Laws of Hoſpitality? + | 
Zgyp. Doſt thou upbraid me with the Breach of un 
Infolent Murderer! 
Dan. For that thank thy ſelf: 
bor thou didſt urge me to't. Thy Children's Blood 
Be on thy Head. Bear him to inſtant Death. 
Ob. And inſtant let it be: for know, proud Tyrant, 
Lynceus e er this joins his returning Army. 
And quickly will revenge his Father's Death. 
[Exit Egyptus cum Guards, 


* 2) IA _- 7 N 


SCENE IV. 


Nl. Retire we then, my Lord. and onda 


on wholeſome Meaſures to ſecure your Safety, 
Exeunt Danaus and Prieſt © 


SCENE 


Hypermneſtra ſola. 
Sperm. May injur'd Heav'n confound your Conſultai. W  * 


Temme ye Gods, to beg your Aid for Lynceus, om 
Howe'er you ſpare not his unhappy Wife, | 
Yet aye, O fave my dearer Hero's Life! 


62 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


Danaus, Prieſt, Lynceus Priſoner, and Guards. 
DANAUS. 
e, I thank thee; well haſt thou atton'd 
7 For all thy Spight. Where did they ſeize the Wreteh? 
Prieſt. Near th Eaſtern Port, in Conf rence with a Sol- 


Who fled, as they approach'd. dier, 
TIE EB FATE I ED or ee wv 
SCENE. IL 
Enter Hypermaeſtra. 
8 What do I ſee? 
I it my Husband? | 


Dan. Look carefully upon him, 
Perhaps once more we may miſtake the Man. | 

In. Ungen'rous! doſt thou mock at our Misfortune? 
0 for a Sword and Freedom! 

Dan. Ha! ha! ha! | 

Fm My Brothers feel not this: would I had fürn 

t Night. O! when wilt thou be kind and kill me? 

Thy Core Mirth wounds deeper than thy Steel. 

Dan. Am I fo bleft? O! I could ſpend whole Years 
n killing thee! Tell me, falſe, perjur'd Girl, 
we I not kept my Word? Did not I ſay 


T t ſhould be thus ? Yet, yet, a little lage, 
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Till I have heap'd more Plagues upon thy Head, 
And thou ſhalt.-prove the Sharpneſs of my Steel. 
Lyn. 1 do defie thee: Tis not in thy Po- r, 
No, nor in Fate's, to make me more unhappy. 
Dan. Thy Soldiers lye before the Walls of Argos, 


Unable to aſſiſt their dying Maſter. 
Lyn. Tis falſe: they're gone. O! had they ſtill been 
We ſhould ha' chang'd our Fate. | ther 


Dan. Thy crafty Father 
Compel!'d em to return, as on his way 
He met em bending home ward. 
Lyn. O curſt Chance! 
Had I advanc d my ſolitary Steps 
Onward a little But hard Fate oppos d 
Dan. Thy Mother's dead. 
Lyn. She's happy; but Ægyptu: 
Dan. Is happy too, if Death be Happineſs, 
I eas'd his Grief. 
Lyn. Now ſwift Perdition cateh thee, 
Thou Royal Vilkin! Thou'ſt done — 
Dan. Only this, 
And then no more ; thy tender, faithful Bride 
Shall only ſtay to mourn a Husband's. Loſs, 
And feel the Tortures of deſpairing Love, 
Then ſuffer thoſe of dying. 
Dy. For my Lite, 
I ſet it not at this But why, ye Pow'rs, 
Oh! why, moſt barb'rous Prince, muſt ſhe endure 
All this, ſince too much Piety's her Crime? 
Truſt me, my Love, I cannot fear the Sting N 
Of Death: but when I think what thou muſt ſuffer 
For me, that Dagger wounds me to the Heart, 


Hyperm, 


* 
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Hyperm. Oh! 
[They look ſtedfaſtly at each wer ome vim and thes 
embrace moſt fondly. 
Dan. This cold Steel ſhould cnicklyaueach thoſe Flames,. 
But that I know your Hell will more torment you, 
| When I have torn you from your Heay'n of Bliſs, | 

Now, Slave, have at thy Heart. [Offering to draw. 

Hyperm: Oh! ſpare his Life. [ Kneeling, 
Dar. Woman, hold off; for, on my Soul he dies. 

Tho all the World ſhould kneel with Hypermneſtra, 

And weeping Gods ſhou'd ſecond the Petition. l 
Hyperm. What has he done? why muſt my Husband die? | 
Dan. Ha! Done! Who, unprovok'd, with haſtile Arms 

Rudely invaded our moſt injur'd Country, 

And filld the Land with Blood and Deſolation? 

Who brought deſtructive Rage, and barb'rous Troops, 
before the peaceful Walls of wond' ring Argos ? 
Who laid the City waſte with Sword and Famine? 
Whence are the Widow's Sighs? the Orphan's Tears, 
ind Parents Moans? Who ſought thy Father's Life? 
0! could you gueſs what Fears, what Apprehenfions, 
What Doubts, what Jealouſies, what Racks, what Tortures 
ve ſuffer'd for his fake! Hell vex him fort. 
Hyperm. All this Submiſſion to a Father's Pleaſure 
Dan. Indeed? tis well. Does H A then 
lead for Obedience to a Father's Will? 
erverſe and raſh! thy Words condemn thy Actions. 
thy own Rule thou ſhouldſt have murder d Lyncens, 
Hyperm, But Sir 
Dan. But were he innocent as Heay'n, 
(preſervation, the great Law of Nature, 
als for his Blood. The fatal Oracle 
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5 
Rings Lynceus Knell in my diſtracted Ears. 
Hyperm. Oh! heed not that: Their Meaning's ere 
And oftentimes proves falſe. [ doubtful; 
Dan. Should I attend 
The Vaice of Heav'n, or thine? III hear no more. 


_ fo dran 


Hyperm. You muſt, you ſhall. 
Dan. Off quickly, let me go; 
Or I ſhall tread thy Soul out. 
Hypeym. Spurn me, ſpurn me, 
Tread on me, trample on my tender Boſom, 
Yet I will never leave you, till my Tears 
At laſt have melted you to kind Compaſſion. 
Dan. Damnation! [Throwing avg, 
Hyperm. Do, do; drag your wretched Daughter, ? 
Bruiſe her poor Limbs upon the rugged Stones, 
Or daſh her hated Head againſt the Payement, 
She'll bear it all from you. 
Lyn. So Furies drag thee, - 
Inhuman Tyrant. 
Dan. Now, Damnation ſeize me, 
If I not ſpare thy Life, if thou wilt leave me. 
- Hyperm. What! live without him! live without m 
Husband! 
What Cruelty is this? O never! never! 
Take, take the Dagger, which in vain you gave me, 
And pierce your Hypermneſtra's faithful Breaſt: 
Or hold the burning Torch, whoſe ſacred Flame 
I have not injur'd, and to Aſhes burn me. 
Let Hypermneſtra die, but ſpare her Husband. 
Dan. Dye then. = [Offering to kill 
Lys. Thou dar'ſt not do it. { Lnterpoſay 
. Da 


ul; 


. 


t 


2 


* i t my help. O ſpill ao more! ſpare his, 
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; thou? ha! [Striking him. 
74 4 thy Head, thou Coward! ddl ins! 
be. [Shaking ther. 
Dan. [ To her.] For thee, thou liv'ſtto ſeethis Villain die. 
Hyperm. * hear me. By your rey rend Kneeggpyour 
Fand, 
And ſacred Head, I do conjure you, hear me. | 
Dan. That Head which Lynceus ſought; in vain thou ſueſt, 
or unregarded all thy Tearrs ſhall flow. | 
In. Reſerve thoſe Tears, reſerve em for thy ſelf. 
cannot ſee thee thus! *tis worſe than Death, — 
ave me to Fate: Le liv d too long already. 
ſerhaps when J am cold, as ſoon I ſhall be, 
Thy Father's Rage may cool, and turn to Pity. 
Hperm. [Looking on Lynceus.] What? What am I? 
that I ſhould aim to gain 
wretched Life at the Expence of thine? - 
D Dauaus.] O ſacred Sir, if ever Hypernmeſtra 
s welcome to her Royal Father's Arms, | 
j thoſe kind Words, by all thoſe fond Embraces, 
ad chaſte paternal Kiſſes, which your Love 
dealt your Daughter in her happier Days, 
ſhen you could tell me, that of all your Children 
ne ſhar'd your Love ſo much as Hypermneſtras. 
r had ſo much of your Moneſa in her; | 
r, hear my Pray'r! But oh! too late I find 
u never lov d me. | 
Dan. That T lov'd thee dearly 
Inels theſe Tears. But thou haſt us d me baſely: 
aud the Man, that would deſtroy thy Father. 
erm. Enough of Blood was ſhed within theſe Walls 
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Spare his, and make Atonement for the reſt, 
Ol if you hope the Gods ſhould e er forgive you, 
Or covet Praiſe among the Sons of Men: 

If t taſte the Joy of peaceful Minds, 


at Pleaſures that will know no End, 
Let Lynceus live, 
Dan. I never can be happy 
Till TO dies. The Gods will have it ſo. 
O fear not him! Can Looks like thoſe cog 

Revengefl Thoughts? Oh no! nothing but Love 

And Peace inhabit that fair Fdifice. 

Alas! he murders only with his Eyes, 

Say, Lynceus, is t not 10? 

Lys. My honeſt Heart 
Diſdains to lye. Know, I abhor thee, qi 
And did not Fate withſtand—— 
Dan. I know thy Meaning: 
2 — thus J thank thee. [ Going to draw at 
Ah! what ſhall I ay? 

w_ God inſtruct my Tongue 
[Sees her Mother's Picture hanging up in her Anti 

O ſee, my Father! 

See, who pleads there in Hypermneſtras Cauſe. 
Dan. My dear Mone ſa! [Looking at the Pit 
Hyperm. O let her prevail! | FR 

Eloquent Beauty, and that vocal Form, 

With ſilent Rhetrick, may affect you more 

Than all that I can ſay. Let thoſe bright Eyes 

Prove more ſucceſsful than my feeble Tongue, 

You know ſhe always loy'd you, and you own'd 

An equal Flame. Let not your Love die with her. 

O! let the dear Remembrance of thoſe Joys, 


Love in TzxaARs.: / 


That fwell'd your Boſom, and engag'd your Heart, 
hile yet your lov'd Moneſa bleſt your Arms, 

peak for her Daughter, kindle gentler Flames 55 
ithin my Father's Breaſt: By all her Charms, 
ich kind Embrace, and ev'ry melting Kiſs, 
y all the Tranſports of your furious Love, 
5 pleaſing Ecſtaſies, your dying Raptures, 
ty my Griefs, and learn to be a Father. 
Dan, I do. 


Herm. O eaſe em too, and b ard 
Dan. Ha! have a care. 

Hyperm, Imagine, Sir, you ſee 
poor, dear Mother lying on her Death-bed, 
once you did, juſt breathing out her Soul; 
jen call to Mind her words: Farewel, the ſaid, | 
ewel, my Lord. Remember your Moneſa. 
[Danaus weeps, 


"ſt 


b, when I'm gone, be kind to H 
nk, if departed Souls have any Senſe 
Things tranſacted here, think how ſhe is, 

en ſhe beholds her ſad afflicted Child 

g. lamenting, begging, weeping, ſighing, 
dl in vain 3 while her obdurate Lord, 

nindful of the tender Obligation 


dying Breath impos d, neglects her Sorrows. 


All the while ſhe ſpeaks, the Guards ſeem — 
n. She ſhakes my Soul, my Reſolution 


b. I fear hell yield to her: but I ſhall rouze — 
[Aſeder 
. [To the Guards.) You tender-hearred Men, 


. ſeem to mourn 


Hypernmefira's lamentable Fate, 


e Pik 


Draw | 
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Drawy gear, and kneel before your Royal Maſter, - 
There in e 
Labour tb melt his unrelenting Heart, 
That tender Thoughts may make Impreſſions there, 
Believe me, when you guard him from his. Paſſions, 
Tou will oblige him by the nobleſt Service. 
Perhaps your known Fidelity, the Toils, 
And hard Fatigues your Loyalty has coſt you, 
May tempt that gen'rous King to lend an Ear 
To your Complaint, and yield to your Petition. 
Tell him how hard, how wond'rous hard it is 
Thus to be torn from a moſt tender Husband. 
Then beg him to ſuppoſe he ſaw Moneſa 
Ready to fall, and by a Father's Hands 
And ask him, if he would not knee], and weep, and h 
To fave her Life, and move a cruel Father, 
+ Prieſt, I cannot hold: What? ſhall a Woman's Tem 
Seal up my Lips, and.bribe wy honeſt Heart, 
By treach'rous Silence to betray my Maſter? 
Oh! Royal Sir! 
Dan. Let me enjoy the Thought : 
A little Why the very ſt Wretch that lives 
Enjoys this Privilege from bounteous Nature, 
To dream at leaſt of Joy. H 
Prieſt. The Oracle, | | eF 
Think on the Oracle. Dan. 
Dan. Hal thou haſt wak'd me: 2 90 
* — tear 8 
Too long [I've trifled Guards, tear [They fd 18 
Hyperm. See! how they hang their Heads! Re- 
their Arms! 


Fe! how they weep!-O Sir! ſhall Men like theſe, 
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Love is Trans. 


Norſt up in Blood, and cruel by Profeſſion, 
reel more Compaſſion for me, than a Father? . 
Dan. Villains, diſpatch, I WER hear thee. 

| 2 


3 69 


Herm. Oh! 

Dan. Now tell thy Friends in Hel 1 ſent thee thither, 
| Going to kill her.] Ci thagnders, » 

Lyn . [ Coming up to him.] Hear that, 229 | 

the Mouth of Heav'n 

I; open'd wide againſt thee, while: thy Heart 

,ndemns thy ſpurpoſe. The hot Thunder-bolt 

a form d for Crimes like thine. — again. 

Hyperm. O! Father! Father! 

enpt not the Gods to pour their Plagues upon thee. | 

he Voice of Murder cries from Earth to Heav'n, 

id will be heard: Who Cer imbru'd his Hands 

I" guiltleſs Blood, and proſper d? All Mankind 

Start at a Murderer, and drive him out 38 

From their Society. The blackeſt-Infamy - 

Sticks on his Name. Alone a thouſand Fears 

Purſue him, and diſmay his Coward Soul. Thunder. 

e fears himſelf: while in his troubled Breaſt 

uit, Sorrow, Anger, Shame, and Deſperation 

The Furies of the Mind) raife. Civil Wars. 

Dan. All this indeed I feel. [ 4jide. 

Hyperm. Sometimes the Ghoſts 

Furr, thoſe he murder'd wound his guilty Eyes, 

Tos | od ſtill ſupply his Fancy with freſh Horror. 


s! Winer Ghoſts of Ægyptus and others bloody. ſhake 
their Heads at Danaus and go 5 2 
heſe, ' 


Hn. Ha! thou haſt deng this. | 
A Dan, 


Tem 


70 HyYPERMNESTRA: Or, 
Dan. Speak! oh! ſpeak to 'em! [To the Priep. 
22 thee ſtart? — a 

bear 

The remenet an damn'd? 

When angry Fiends 5 | 
2 from the terrible Tribunal | 
Of Rhadamanthus, ſentenc'd to Damnation. : 
When gloomy Darkneſs ſhall encreaſe your Sorrow; 
When you lie bound in Miſery and Iron, 

And Shricks aud Groans torment your reſtleſs Ears; 


- - «a. - a RED . 
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It thunders. Enter Furies, Alecto, Tiſiphone, and Me. 
græra, with flaming Torches in one Hand, and Whits i 
the other, Danaus ſeeing them drops his Sword, Thy 


at | When dire Tſiphone inſulting ſtands, 2 
1 And with ſharp Scourges tears your mangled Fleſh; 2 
il The Wheel, the Vulture, and the reſtleſs Stone, 

4 ; Will be too light a Puniſhment for Murder. 

* 


fang a threatning Song is Danaus, and go off. 
, Tre 
Whe 
* 
SONG 
Ih t 


me 


Loven Trans. 


ef, S O N G. | 
TISIPHONE. | | 

PRO M Pluto gloomy Realms we come, | 
| 

| 


0 Tyrant, to denounce thy Doom. 


MEGARA. 


als trembling Fudges can't ordain, 
Crimes ſo bold, an equal Pain. 


„ALIAS 


þ us they will their Pow'r reſign, 


1. . ve to plague thee will combine. 


ps in 


7 CHORUS of all together. 

Tremble at thy approaching Woe, 

Where Furies judge, and puniſh too. 
TISIPHONE. 


ith my ſounding Scourge will laſh 
d tear thy mangl d, trembling Fleſh. 


0 ME GK RA. 
ih this g Fire, 
torment thee will conſpire, 


ALECTO. 


* HYIPERMN ESTA At Or, 
ALECTO., 


My hiſſng Scorpions ll releaſe, Fe: 
Whoſe Stings thy Tortures ſhall encreaſe. 


CHORUS. 


' Tremble at thy approaching Woe, = 
Where Furies judge, and prniſh too. 


TISIPHONE. 

The dem from Pain ſhall find Relief, 
And join to aggravate thy Grief. . 
ME GK RA. 


They who on Earth inhuman were, 
For thee ſhall frame new Turmonts here. 


ALECTO. 
Malicious Fiends their Wit ſhall ſtrain 
To miniſter eternal Pain. YH; 


All Hell's united Pow'rs ſhall try 
To imitate thy Cruelty. 


CHORUS. 


Tremble at thy approaching Woe, 
Where Furies judge, and puniſh too. 


" " 
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gun being ended, Danaus and the Prieſt ſtand mute 
25 75 looking earneſtly at each other. After which 
the Prieſ comes up to Danaus. 


Prieft. Now in the ſacred Name of Royalty 
remember who you are, diſmiſs your Fears, 
And once more look a King. Your Slave's Allegiance - 
Commands him to remind you of your Safety, 

And great Apollo's Voice. Your Sword, my Lord. 
[ Jaking it up, and giving it. 

Dan. [ Refuſing it.] No more of Blood: I dare not think 

on Blood. 


DPauſing a while takes it. 
I: ſhall be ſo. Perhaps the Blood of Danaus 
; waſh away the Blood that Danaus ſpilt. 
[Offers to kill himſelf. 
Prief. The Gods forbid, that I unmov'd ſhould ſee 
ly Royal Maſter fall. [reſts the Sword from him. 
dr by his Mercy | 
xpoſe his facred Life to future Danger, 
db! give me Leave 
Dan, I do. 
Prieſt, Then may thy Blood 
e on my Head, [He runs at Lynceus. 
Hyperm. Hold Villain! Father! ah! [She {woons 


le runs at Lynceus, Enter General and Soldiers with 
their Swords drawn: The General puts by the Prieſt's 
Sword, and takes it from him. 


Ges, Villain, avaunt. 


5 Lynceus 


. 3 ͤ—— — Qu 
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Lynceus runs to Hypermneſtra, Soldiers aſfife in lifting her ” 
Dan. What Inſolence is this? Shy 

My Guards there; feize that proud, imperious Traytor, 


The Guards approach, but at the GeneraPs Words 40 
back again, The Prieſt ſeeing that ſteal: off. 


Gen. Who dares attempt it? ſheathe your idle Sword 
Nor raſhly tempt inevitable Fate. [Twrning to the Soldin 
Yes, Danaus, here are thoſe that will no longer 
Stand unconcern d, and fee their native Country 
Abus'd by thee, thou falſe, ungrateful Tyrant! 

Hyperm. recovering. ] Where is my Husband? have 3 

murder'd him? Running to her Fathn, 
Oh! if you have not, ſpare him, ſpare him yet. 

Lyn. Behold thy Husband lives. The Eye of Heavn 
Clos'd not with thine, but waking has preſerv'd me. Jn hi 

Hyper. Oh! my dear Lord! is't given me once again 


To ſee you mine, mine, living and ſecure? ffrot 
My ſwelling Heart! I doubt my Joy will prove Lich ] 
As fatal as my Fear; Where! oh! where bey 
Ought I to pay my Thanks? ey x 


Lyn. ¶ Pointing to the General.] Here, Hypermurfira: ¶ Pi- 
When 1, returning from the fruitleſs Search Po ch 


Of my departed Army, now had paſt Gen, 

The Eaſtern Port, I met that faithful Man; 
n Pointing to ane of the Sold 

I knew him honeſt, by the Gen'ral lov d, | 

J thought him too my Friend, an Enemy 

To Sycophants and Tyrants. Him I truſted 


Lo vE IA TEARS 


With the black Story of this Tragick Night. | 
"t ome other Things I told him, which concern'd 


The Gen'ral's Safety, earneſtly deſiring 
To be conducted to him. When a Band 
of Villains, arm'd with naked Sword s, appear'd:. 
I urg'd his Flight. He anſwer' d, Your Security, 
And not my Fears, prevail with me; and fled, 
How I behav'd my ſelf, they know who took me. 
2, I preſume, related the whole Story 
o Hippanax, who thought it great and God-like 
o reſcue injur'd Virtue from Oppreſſion: 
Ind by his timely Aid preſerv'd my Life. 
Hyperm. May all the Gods conſult to crown thy Love 
ith Bleſſings yet unknown, thou honeſt Man. 
[ To the General. 
Dan. Rather to pour unheard-of Curſes down 
Jn his rebellious Head. Death! muſt Iſtand, 
nd ſee my ſawcy Vaſſals rudely beard 
fronted Majeſty? Kings ſtand on Earth 
gh Heav'n's Vicegerents, and if they offend, 
ul ſtand accountable to none, but thoſe 
7 repreſent : when Subjects have aſſum'd 
Privilege to puniſh Kings, they leap 
to the Throne, and make themſelves their Maſters. 
Gen, Few Years ago, this was not your Opinion, 
hen Sthenelus was torn from Regal PoWr. 
1s true, when Kings behave themſelves like Gods, 
| grace their awful Thrones with heavenly Virtues, 
' ſhould command our Rey'rence: But when Tyrants -' 
ule their Pow'r, and with unkingly Baſeneſs + 
bt the guiltleſs, Nature calls aloud, 


D 2 Com- 


dray 


vn 
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Commands their Subjects to aſſert their Rights, 


And reaſſume the Pow'r they raſhly gave. 4 
Dan. If ſuch Authority's indulg'd to Subjects, f 
Then how precarious is the State of Princes! 1 
Who ever lie expos'd (for oh! what Man, 1 
What God can always pleaſe a fickle Nation?) 
To the rude Inſults of prevailing Factions? 
Gen. But Law muſt be the Judge. 5 
Dan. The Voice of Law, T 
The Voice of Nature, Reaſon, Conſcience, all, 0 
All ſpeak too low amidſt the Claſh of Arms, By 


The Trumpet's Clangor, and the Victor's Shouts. 
Gen. Thy Villany ſpeaks louder than all theſe, 
Ungen'rous Man! (for King J will not call thee.) 
Was it for this I rais'd thy abject Fortune, 
And bid thee be a King? Was't to diſgrace 
My Choice, and the long Race of Argive Princes? 
Could neither Senſe of Gratitude incline thee 
To love our Country? nor the rigid Fate 
Of Sthenelus depos'd, that ſtanding Monument 
Of Shipwrack'd Royalty, warn thee to ſteer 
The Common-wealth with a more ſteady Hand, 
And not to ſplit on the ſame fatal Rock ? 
Too long already has our Country groan'd 
Under the Scourge of thy oppreihve Cruelty: 
But now thou haſt outdone thy ſelf in Miſchief. 
O! *twas a Deed ey'n Fiends would bluſh to hear; 
*Tis not in Words to paint it to the Life: 
The very Thought darts Horror through my Soul. 


Had thy wrong d People's Love ſurpaſs d their Hatred, 


Love n Trans. | wif % 
All, all would join to hunt thee from the World{/: 


More I could ſay but I'forbear to unge 


Thy barb'rous Deſigns againſt the Man 4 A 
Te from the Gretel alvend hires ee Se 5240 


Ingratitude is loſt in Crimes like thine. 
Dan. W. anc me? I deſerve. 
 [Seeming uo ac 
All the Reproach, the Obloquies, and Taunts | 
That the invenom'd Tongue of Spight can utter. . 
0! Idiot? Idiot! to be thus miſled =. _ 092 
By fawning Paraſites. O that damm d prieſt! . 4 
Lys. [Looking about for him.] Whereiis.the Villain? ſeek 
kim inſtantly. [To che Soldiers” 
Gen. Let thoſe vho love thernſelrcxabove their Country 
Neglecting publick Wrongs, redreſs their own: u. 
Not thy Ingratitude to me; baſe Man, . 2 
But juſt Compaſſion to my bleeding Counery, to 4 
Compels me to confront thy Cruelty. os 
Methinks I ſee her ſtand beſmear'd with Blood, my 
Each Wound accuſing my Unkindneſs to her, ON 
For mounting thee upan her Neck, thou Tyzant.. bak 
The Curſes of my Country-men purſue me, 
For what they've ſuffer d, and will overtake me, 
If after this, I ſhould permit thy Sword . | 
To ſcatter more Deſtruction thro? the Lad. = 4 U 2 
On me their Eyes are bent, — — 4, „ 
This Plague upon em thro' my Fond — =o TR: 
but now the time is come,. when I muſt anſwer 
Their Expectations, and remove their Su m. Lok » 
[Hypermneſtra e: 


They. . 


[1 . 
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And drive Injuſtice from their peaceful Walls. 


Great in his Griefs, majeſtick in his Chains, 

Who by bright Actions has adorn'd his Birth, 
And well deſerves more than a ſingle Crown. 

Him my Authority, back'd with the Love 

And Inclinations of the willing People, 

Shall court to join the injur'd Crown of 4rgos 


4 | And ſuch a one they'll have: Here ſtands a Man 


Slaves! break 'off their Fetters. | 

Lyn. Your Obligations are ſo great and n num'rous, 
That all Acknowledgments will prove unequal. 
My Life, my Liberty, a Kingdom, all, 
Are owing to your Bounty. But alas! 
What's Lite, what's Liberty, or what's a Kingdom, 
To Hypermneſtra ? Her thou haſt reſtor'd me. 
Nov, now I can embrace thee, O my Love! 
| This is a happy Hour: Dry up thy Tears. 
To-morrow we'll forſake this place of Horror, 
And leave our Friend to govern in our ſtead. 


Re-enter Soldiers. 


Lyn. Well ; where's the Slave? 

Sold. Long time we ſearch'd in vain; 
At laſt we found him: but when we attempted 
To ſeize him, lo! he drew a fatal Dagger, 


1 And ſheath'd it in his Boſom. 


Gen. Deſp rate Wretch! 


They want a Man, that will protect the Innocent, | 


To that of AÆgypt. [Guards go over to Lynceus, 


Love in TzxARS 79 
My Lord, you want a Sword. 
[ Offers him that which he took from the Priefs. . 
Lyn. I thank you, Sir, | [ Taking it. 
[To Danaus. ] Does not this Inſtrument of Death inform thee 
What Fate thou juſtly may'ſt expect from Lyncews. * 
e Tyrant. [Makes at him. 
Gen. His black Crimes deſerve no leſs; [ Staying him. 
But you, my Lord, will be more merciful. | 
Tho he ne'er knew what Goodneſs meant, you will. | 
5. In. Goodneſs to him? No, *twere abuſing Goodneſs. 
How would the World abhor my patient Nature, 
| Should I, unmov'd, behold my Father's Murderer, 
And tamely ſuffer him to go unpuniſh'd? | 
Gen. To his own galling Conſcience leaye the wretch; 
That will be Puniſhment enough, my Lord. 
In. Not for me. From my Hands his Deeds require 
Immediate Puniſhment, and thus I'll take it. 
[ Making at him again. 
Hyperm, [ Interpoſing.] Oh! ſpare my Father! Is he not 
my Father? | 
| cannot ſee him die. 
In. How! if thou loy'ſt me, 
Away: make room for my retarded Vengeance. 
Aloud the Blood of my ill-fated Brothers, 
nd Royal Father, cry for Vengeance to me, 
o me, who only live Cavenge their Wrongs. 
Hyperm. Revenge is but the wretched Satisfaction 
Vf little Souls, that dare not paſs by Wrongs. 
Tis nobler to forgive. Thou'lt gain more Fame 
Jy conquering thy ſelf, than this great City. 
ly Wiſdom, Courage, Beauty, Strength, and Love, 


Are 


* a 
'\ 


| They'd ſoon deſtroy their Thunder and Mankind. 


1 muſt Kill a Father, 6 


8. HyyEenxMNnESTREA: Or, 
Are all divine. Ohl ſally not theſe Graces _ . 
With helliſh Rage. Add to thy other Virtues 
Bright Mercy too, and ſhine all o'er a Gd. 

Lyn. Oh! Hypermmeſita! tis the Work of Heav'n 
To cut deſtructive Tyrants. from the Earth. 
Mankind: will bleſs me, Nations will Rs me, 
For ſaving ſo much Blood. 

. But ſhould the Gods 

Reward each ſanalt Offence with preſent Death, 


Lyn. Small! doſt thou think it ſmall! O Hyper _— 
Should atty one attempt to take thy Life, 
Tho' that were all, I would not labour thus A 
0 but ſtrike the Villain to the Heart. | F, 

Not if he were a Father. How the Tongus WM j; 
Of ie Min wit lea me With Difhoncur; | 
Should I negle& to fave a Father's Life. 
How cenſure thy Affection, if, in ſpire 
Of all my Tears, thou perſeyere to _ __ 
Oh! thou didſt never love me. 

Lys. Do not break f 
My Heart with too much Tederaeh 

Hyperm. I fear | - 4: 
Thy Cruelty'll break mite. Oh! Lye? Lyneews! + 
I would not ufe ther thus, indeed I would not. 01 
What couldſt thou ack of thy poor, loving Wife, I | 
That ſhe'd refuſe to prant? * * 

n. Yet Hypernmeſirs  —© 
Would think as I do, where ſhe in my place. 

Hyperm. Unhappy I! in vain I fav'd a Husband, 


x 


Love in TEARAVSVS. 
My Siſters Cruelty. Now they'll have Cauſe 
To think me as inhuman as themſelves. 
O do not ſtain my riſing Fame with Blood! 
But if the Blood of Danaus mult be ſpilt, 
And nothing elſe will ſatisfie thy Vengeance; 
His Blood runs here, Pointing to ber Heart. 
Here plunge thy cruel Sword: | | 
For thou ſhalt reach his Heart no other way. 
| [Going between them. 
This Comfort I ſhall find at leaſt in Death, 
That I have ſav d a Husband, and a Father. 
Dan. I am not worth this doubtful Strife of Love: 
O Hypernmeſtra ! I'm aſham'd to hear 
An injur'd Daughter plead fo tenderly 
For a moſt barb'rous Father, All I ask 
Is but to be forgiven. And as for Death, 
I have deſerv'd it well, and thus I meet it. 


Ruming towards the Sword: 
*. Oh! live, for my fake, live, and I 1 


My fv ſhall forgive thee. Cruel 
Could I. almoſt, appeaſe a. barb'rous Father, 
And ſhall I not quite win dender Husband ? 
What have I done? why art thou thus unkind ) 
Hare I not been thy moſt obedient” Wife? 
0 1 ſhall ever love thee! But alas! 
t needs muſt ſtrike a Damp upon my Spirits, 
And pall our beſt Enjoyments, when I think 
The Man embraces me, That killd my Father. 
” I cannot bear it. Thou haſt conquer'd me. 
Puts up the Sword. 
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But oh! r [Sizky, | 
Hyperm. That Thought be buried in my Boſom, + N 
7  . [ Embraces him, 


Egyptus his Ghoſt ariſes. Lynceus breaks from her. 
Lyn. What halt thou done? See! the neglected Ghoſt 
8 [ To hex. 
Of my dear Father riſes to upbraid me. 
Thou muſt not live: Ægyptus bids thee dye. Draa 
Ghoſt, Miſtake me not. Thy Father's Ghoſt forbids 
Revenge, the Daughter of infernal Darkneſs: | 
Mercy is God-like, and becomes a Heroe. [ Sinks. 
Lyn. Then be it ſo: far be'r rom me t oppoſe 
So good a Father and fo kind a Wife. 
Live. But be gone, and with thy cruel Daughters 
Leave Argos; for if &er again thou't found 
Within its Walls, no Man, no God ſhall {ave thee. 
Lynceus goes on, looking on Hypermneſira, 
T cannot blame thee, Love, if weeping thus, 
Thou ſhew thy Pity for a Father's. Loſs: + - - 
Yet think, oh! think thy Husband's bleeding Heart 
Keeps equal Meaſures with thy ſtreaming Eyes. 
Retire, my Fair, and eaſe thy lab ring Breaſt: - 
While I (fince Heav'n thinks fu) prepare to bend 
Beneath the double Weight of Grief and Empire. 
Hence let the World be taught, that virtuous Love 
Shall never fail to meet with Friends above. 


Dan. Behold the juſt Effet of Pow'r abus'd! 
I, who but Yeſterday enjoy d a Throne, 
Was flatter d, courted, and ador'd by all, 
To-day a poor, forlorn, abandon'd Wretch, 


_ Muft 


Lovei Trans. : 
en dere theo! the World = Royal h e 
And O! too late confeſs my fatal Error, * 9 


< In vain weak Man diſputes the Laws of Fate: 

The Gods ar Plcaſure will new Kings create. 
. desu orig, 
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And Heav'n reſiſts ; great Love maintains the Field. 
Equal to Lynceus had his Brothers provid,  _ 


In the ſame Ad, would my raſh Hand engage. 


Tnrended to be ſpoken by Mrs, Prin, 


fo e ler Man the render Sex rag; = 
No more the Fair with black Reproaches s ſtain: 
vive ſeen To-night a faithful, loving aka 

" Expoſe her own, 40 ſave a Huchand's Le 2 f 
In vain a Father ſues, her Siſters yield, + - 


Like Hypermneſtra all the Maids had lo. 
Some ſecret Crime muſt needs o'er Love prevail: 
Our Women ſeldom firſt in Duty fail. 

Were that the Caſe I fear my giddy Rage, 


Bat ſhould a Youth, fair, valiant, juſt, and true, 
Sue for my Favour, and my Heart ſubdue; Þ. | 
If he, like Linceus, ſtill to pleaſe me ſtrove, | 


TI ſhould another Hyperraneſtra prove, 


And urge ten thouſand Deaths to ſave my Love. 


F INIT . 


